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SOME e 


or THE 
LIFE . AND WRITINGS | 
"OF 


Mn, STERNE. 


| Lavnexc CE STERNE was the ſon of 
an Iriſh officer, and born at Clonmel in the 
ſouth of Ireland November 24th, 1713, a 
few days after his mother arrived from Dun- 
kirk. His father, Roger Sterne, Lieute- 
nant in Handaſide's regiment in Ireland 5 
was married to Agnes Hebert, widow of 
a captain of a good family, His great- 
grandfather was an Archbiſhop, and his 
uncle a Prebendary of our Cathedrals. 
Mr. Sterne, when yet a boy, had a 
wonderful eſcape in falling through a mill- 
race, whilſt the mill was going, and of 
being taken up unhurt. In 1721, he was 
fixed, at ſchool. near Halifax, where he 
- | A 


3 f . 
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got an able maſter, with whom he ſtaid tilt 


his father died in the month of March. 
Here I cannot omit mentioning another 
- anecdote of Mr. Sterne's , which happened 


about the ih end of 1731, in which year 


to him at Halifax. His ſchool-maſter had 
the cieling of the ſchool-room new white- 


waſhed ; the ladder remained there. Mr. 
Sterne, one unlucky. day mounted it, and 
wrote with a bruſh in large capital let- 
ters, Nov 4: E, for which the uſher 
whipped him, His maſter was very much 
hurt at this, and ſaid before him, that 
never ſhoutd that name be effaeed; for 
he was a boy of genius, and he was ſure 
he ſhould come to preferment. This ex. 


prefſion made the boy forget the firipes 5 


he had received. In the year 1732, his 


couſin Sterne, of Elvington , became a 
father to our Author, and fent him to the 


univerſity of Cambridge , where he ſpent 
the uſual number of years; read a great 
dear, laughed more, and ſometimes took 


the diverfion of puzzling. his tutors, He ( 
left Cambridge with the character of an 


odd man, who had no harm in him, and 
who had parts if he would uſe them, 


1 
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n inning the unde etb ty F he ſeated 
himſelf quietly in the lap of the. church, 
at Sutton on the Foreſt of Galtrees, a 


| ſmall vicarage in Yorkſhire, which he got 
by the means of his uncle. At Vork he 
became acquainted with his wiſe. He 


married her in the year 1741, and got 
by her his only daughter, who is is known 
by the name of Lydia. Mr. Sterne and his 
uncle were then upon very good terms, 
for he ſoon got by him the Prebendary 
of York ;' but the uncle, being a party- 


man, quarrelled with him afterwards, 


becauſe he would not write paragraphs in 
the news- papers, deteſting ſuch dirty work 
and thinking it beneath him. From that 


period his uncle became his bittereſt ene- 


my. By his wife's means he got the liy- 


ing of Stillington. A friend of her's in 


15 the ſouth had promiled- her, that if ſhe 


an A 


married a clergyman in "Yorkſhire, when 
the living became vacant, he would make 


| her a compliment of it. He remained near 


twenty, years. at Sutton, As he had then 


very good health; books , painting, fid- 


dling and ſhooting (as our Author expreſ- 
ſes himſelf) were his favourite amuſements. 
A 2 
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In the year 1760, he took a houſe at York 


for his wife and daughter, and went up 
to London to publiſh his two firſt volumes 


of Shandy ). In that year Lord F—— 


_ prelented him with the curacy of Cox 
would, a ſweet retirement in compariſon 


of Sutton. In 1762, he went to France, 


before the peace was concluded, whither 
his wife and daughter followed him, He 


left them both in France, and two years 
after he went to Italy for the recovery of 
his health. In his way home to England, 


he called upon them again in France, 
from whence oy returned: aſter A to 


England. ST 22, r 2 ©” 15 9 
This is Ade all we have ned from! 
the' account Y of Mr. Sterne himſelf, The 


_ reſt we have texas from the accounts 
of his friends. La DP © al 


When Mr. Sterne lived at Sutton; an 


n offered, which made him firſt 
feel himſelf, and to Which, perhaps, we 
owe the "_ of the bw det II: 
1 


2) The firſt dition, was printed in the prece- 


ding year at York, {+ 
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There happened a diſpute among ſome of 


the ſuperiours of his order, in which Mr. 


Sterne's friend, one of the beſt men in 


the world, was concerned, A perſon, who 


filled a lucrative benefice , was not ſatis- 
fied with enjoying it during his own life- 
time, but exerted all his intereſt to have 
it entailed upon his wife and ſon after 
his - deceaſe. Mr. Sterne's friend, w 

expected the reverſion of this living , had 


not, however, ſufficient influence to pre- 


vent the ſucceſs of his adverſary, At this 


critical period, Mr. Sterne attacked the 
| monopolizer in joke, and wrote »The 


<hiftory of a good warm watch- coat, with 
«which the preſent poſſeſſor is not content 
e e cqver his own ſhoulders, unleſs he 
«can alſo cut out of it a petticoat for his 


"wife, and a pair of * branes for his 


eon.“ | 

What all the. aka, a in. the ; 
world could not have effected, Sterne's 
ſatirical pen brought about. The intended 


monopolizer ſent him word, that if he 


would ſuppreſs the publication of this 
ſarcalm, he would refign his pretenſions 
to the next candidate. The pamphlet vas 


5 
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ſuppreſſed , the roverkon took place, and 


Mr. Sterne was requited, by the intereſt. 
- of his patron , with the prebendaryſhip 


of York *), | 


An incident, much about the ſame time, 
contributed. exceedingly. to effabliſh the 
reputation of Mr. Sterne's wit. It was this: 


He was fitting in the coffee -houſe at York, 
when a ſtranger came in, who gave much 
offence to the company , conlifting chiefly 


| of gentlemen of the gown, by deſcanting 
too freely upon religion and the hypo- 


eriſy of the clergy. The young fellow at 


length .addrelled himſelf to Mr. Sterne, 
_ aſking him, what were his ſentiments 


upon the ſubject: when, inſtead of an- 
ſwering him directly, be told the witling ; 
That. this dog was reckoned one of the 


*moſt beautiful pointers in he whole 


county, was very good - natured, but that 


che-had an infernal trick \Jorbich deſtroyed 
fall his good qualities. — He 


never ſees a 


f 29 This pamphlet che reader will and at the 5 — 
end of the ſecond volume of Sterne's Letters, 


under the title, The Hiſtory of a good 
warm Watch-Coat, TTY 


— 
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e ( 8 Sterne) but he 


immediately flies at him.“ How long 
may he have had that trick, Sir? — E- 
© yer ſince he was a puppy.“ The young 
man felt the keenneſs of the ſatire, turned 


upon his heelo, and left Sterne. to triumph. 


At this time Mr. Sterne was poſſeſſed 
of ſome good livings, having enjoyed, [o 


early as the year 1745, the vicarage of 
Sutton on the Foreſt of Galtrees, where 


he uſually performed divine ſervice . on 


Sunday mornings; and in the afternoon 
he preached at the rectory of Stillington, 


which he held as one of the prebends of 
Vork, in which capacity be alſo-allified 


regularly, in his turn, at the cathedral, 


Thus he decently lived a becoming orna- 
ment of the church, till his Rahelajfian 
ſpirit,” which. iſſued from the preſs, im - 


merſed him into the ne ant nn. 


ties of the World. : | 

His wit.and ee were aps 1 y 
admired within the circle of his acquaint- 
ance; but his genius had never yet reach» 


el the capital, when his two firſt volumes 


of Triſtram Shandy made their appear- 


W — 
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ance ). They were printed at York, and 
propoſed to the bookſellers there at a 
very moderate price: thole gentlemen * 
however, were ſuch judges of their value, 
that tbey ſcarce offered the price of paper 
and print; and the work made its way 


into the world without any ok the arti- 


fices, which are often practiſed to put off 
an edition. A large "impreſſion being al- 
moſt inftantaneoully ſold, the bookſellers 


were rouſed from their lethargy, and 5 


every one was eager to purchaſe the 'fe- 
. cond edition of the copy, Mr. Sterne ſold 
it for fix hundred pounds, after being re- 
| fuſed fifty pounds for' — firſt 3 5 

and pr rietorſhi p . 
The two firſt volumes of Triftram IPA | 
mess now in every body” s hands. All 


read, moſt approved, but few underſtood | 


them. Thoſe who had not entered into 
the ludicrous manner of Rabelais, or the 
poignant ſatire of Swift, did not compre- 
hend them; but they joined with the 
nene and Nene Shan- 
J. The aft edition was 8 in 1759, at 
Vork. - 


* 
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dy very clever, Even the reviewers recom- 


mended Mr. Shandy as a writer infinitely 
more ingenious and entertaining than any 


other of the preſent race of novelifis; add- 
ing, his characters were ftriking and 
| fingular, his obſervations ſhrewd and per- 
tinent, and, making a few exceptions , 
that his humour was ealy and genuine. 
The publication of theſe two volumes 
brought Mr, Sterne into great repute, He 
was conſidered as the genius of the age. 
His company was equally courted by the 


great, the literati, the wilty and the gay; 


and it was conſidered as a kind of honour 
to have paſſed an evening with the au- 

thor of Triſtram Shandy, Though ſome of 
the over - rigid clergy condemned this lu- 
dicrous performance, and judged it in- 
compatible with that purity and morality, 
which ſhould ever accompany the writ- 
ings of the gentlemen of the gown; thele 
cenlures were far from being univerſal, 


even among the clergy ; and the acquaint- 
ance he made by this publication, were, 


in many reſpects, advantageous to him. 
Among others, the Earl Faulconberg ſo 


particularly patrouized the Author of this. 


= V 


W 
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x { 


work, that, to teſtify his approbation, 
he preſented Mr. Sterne. with the rectory 
of Cawood, which was an agreeable and. 
convenient addition to his other livings, 
being all in the neigbbourhood of York. 
Hlis next publication conſiſted of two 
volumes of Sermons ), which the ſevereſt 
_ critics could not help applauding, for the 
purity and elegance of their ſtyle, and 
the excellenee of their moral. The manner, 
in. which they were uſhered to public 
notice was, by ſome, ſeverely condemn- 
ed, whilſt others lamented, that ſuch 
excellent diſcourſes ſhould ſtand in need 
OW of ſuch an introduction; and many were 
: of opinion, that he had wrote Trifiram | 
| 5 Shandy purely to introduce them, as, in 
his preface to the ſermons „ he acquaints | 
the reader, That *the ſermon which gave 
<ciſe to the publication of theſe, having 
&*been offered to the publie as*a ſermon 
«of Votick's, he hoped the moſt ſerious 
*reader would find nothing to offend him; 


95 The firſt two volumes of f Sermons. were 
printed in 3760, The third and fourth volumes 


in 1766. 
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dein his continuing thoſe two volumes 
'*«ander the ſame title: Left it ſhould be 
-«<gtherwiſe, I kave added a ſecond title 
«pages with the real name of the au- 5 
. *{thor; — — the firſt will ſerve the book - 
„ ſeller's purpoſe, as Yorick's name is 
sse poſlibly of the two the more known; 
and the ſecond will eaſe the minds of 
cethoſe who ſee a jeſt, and the danger 
* which kes under it, Wen no jeſt was 
meant.“ 2 n 
When the third and fourth volumes of 
Triſtram Shandy *) made their appearance; 
the public was not quite ſo eager in pur- 
chaſing and applauding them, as they had 
been with reſpect to the firſt two volumes. 
The novelty of the fiyle and manner no 
longer remained; his digreſſions were by 
many conſidered: as tedious, and his al- 
| teriſks too obſcure; nay, ſome. invidious 
critics, who pretended to be able to point 
them out, inlinuated, that they were too 
indelicate for the eye of chaſtity, 
) | He had nevertheleſs a great number of 
| _ admirers 3 and he was encouraged to 


„ 


i 
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publiſh a fifth and fixth volume *). Their 
ſatire was ſtill poignant, ſpirited, and, 


in geFeral, extremely juſt, The characters, 


though ſomewhat overcharged, were live- 
ly, and in nature. He confiantly caught 
the Ridiculous, wherever he found it; 
and he never failed to preſent it to his 


readers in the moſt agreeable point of 


light, His tory of Le Fevre **) was highly 
finiſhed, and truly pathetic; and would 


alone reſcue his name from oblivion, if 


his ſermons were not conſidered as lome 


ok the beft moral diſcourſes extant, " 
The ſeventh, eighth and ninth volu- 


mes ***) have not yet completed that 
work; ſo that what was ſaid upon: the 
publication of his firſt volumes, has been 


verified: «Mr. Shandy ſeems ſo extreme- 


«ly fond of digreſſions, and of giving his 


\«hiftorical readers the ſlip upon all oe- 


«cafions, that we are not a little a 


22 In 1762. ee 


**) The reader will alſo meet with it at the _ h 


end of the fourth volume of the preſent work, 


% The ſeventh and eighth volumes . : 
in 1765 , the ninth in 1767s 
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teprehenſive, he may, ſome time or other, 
give them the [lip in good earneſt, and 
*Jeave the work before the flory be fi- 
**niſhed.” : | wi 454 5 
In the above mentioned volumes, Mr. 
Sterne carries his readers through France, 
and introduces ſome ſcenes and characters, 
which are afterwards taken up in the Sen- 
timental Journey, 'particularly that-of Ma- 
ria; ſo that this may, in ſome meaſure, 
be  confidered as a continuation of the 
Life and Opinio ns of Triſtram Shandy. 
It is almoſt needleſs to obſerve, of a 
book ſo univerſally read as Shandy, that 
the ſtory of the hero's liſe is the leaſt part 
of the author's concern, It is, in reality, 
nothing more than a vehicle for ſatire on G64 
a great variety of ſubjects. Moſt. of theſe : 
. ſatirical ſtrokes are introduced with little 
regard to any connexion, 'either with the 
principal ſory or with each other, The 
author having no determined end in view, 
runs from object to object, as they hap- - 
pen to ſtrike a very lively and very irre- 
gular imagination. In fact, the book is a 
perpetual ſeries of diſappointments; yet 
with this and other blemiſhes, the Life 
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ok Triſtram Shandy has uncommon merit ; 
and the free dom and Hncerity of its au- 


thor, perhaps, cannot be equalled by 
any other writer befide the incomparable 
Montaigne, The faults of an original work 
are always pardoned; and it is not fur. 


priling, that at a time, When a tame imi- 


tation makes almoſt thb whole merit of 
ſo many books, ſo happy an attempt at 
novelty ſhould have been fo well received. 


His laſt work, however, may be conki- 


dered as his greateſt, fince it contains a 
variety of agreeable pathetic deſcriptions, 
in an eaſy ſimple fiyle, cleared from much 


ol the obſcutity and m which e, 


the kormer volumes. 


As Mr. Sterne advanced in literary 
fame, he left his livings to the care of 
his curates; and, though he acquired ſome 
thouſands by © bis productions, being a 
character very diſtant from an oeconomiſt, 
his favings were no greater at the end of 
the year, than when the had no other 
1 upport but the ſingle vicarage of Sutton, 


. Indeed, his travelling expenſes abroad, 


and the luxurious manner in which he 
lived with the gay and polite at home, 


5 The LIFE of Mr. STERNE. xv11 
greatly promoted the diſſipation of a very 
conſiderable ſum , which his writings had 
produced, and which might have been 
a future aſſiſtance to his family. This be- 

ing the caſe, at his death, his widow and 
daughter, an agreeable young lady about 
ſixteen, who had both refided for fome 
years in a convent in France, having le- 
parated from Mr. Sterne through ſome ; 

- Pique, which was differently accounted 

for by the parties, finding that their pen- 
lions muſt diſcontinue, returned to Eng- 
land, in order to publiſh his poſthumous 
works. Being at Vork during the laſt races, 
ſome humane gentlemen, friends and ad- 
mirers of the late Prebend, took into 
_ conſideration their diſagreeable fituation, * 
and made them a preſent of a purſe 
_ © containing a thouſand pounds, This unex- 
pected and generous ſupply, added to a 
very extenſive [nbſcription of the nobility 
and gentry to three additional volumes 
ok ſermons, has afforded a ſufficient pro— 
viſion to enable them to ſupport them- | 
ſelves in their late recluſe manner of life, 
to which they have determined to return. 
As Mr. Sterne hath drawn bis own cha- 


— 
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I to (under the name of Yorick) with 
great happineſs and ſkill, we will take 


the liberty of introducing it here, the 
better to complete our account of the 


author and his works:  _ | 
——=-— This is all that ever Bagger d 
*my faith in regard to Yorick's extrac- 
tion, who, by what I can remember 
*of him, and by all the accounts I could 
never get of him, ſeem'd not to have 
. *had- one ſingle drop of Daniſh blood in 
his whole cralis; in nine hundred years 
Lit might poſſibly have all run out, —— — 
«{ will not philoſophiſe one moment with 
«you about it; for, happen how it would, 
«the fact was this: — —— That inſtead 
of that cold phlegm and exact regula- 


«rity of ſenſe and humours, you would | 
_ *have look'd for in one ſo extracted; —— _ 
*he was, on the contrary, as mercurial 


and ſublimated a compoſition, — —— 
„gg heteroclite a creature in all his de- 
_ «clenfions — — — with as much lif "rg 
«whim, and gaiete de coeur-about hi 
*as the kindlieſt climate could ne et en- 


_ *gendered and put together. With all 


„this lail, poor Yorick carried not one 
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«ounce of ballaſt: he was utterly unprac- 
<tiſed in the world; an at the age of 
<twenty-fix, knew jult about as well how 
eto ſteer his courſe in it, as a romping 
*unfuſpicious girl of thirteen: So that, 
«upon his firſt letting out, the briſk gale 
of his ſpirits, as you will imagine, ran 
*him foul, ten times in a day, of ſome- 


| **hody's tackling; and as the grave and 
more ſlow-paced were ofteneſt in his 


<wyay, ——=—— you may likewiſe ima- 
*<cine, 'twas with ſuch he generally had 
cethe ill luck to get the moſt entangled, 


„For aught I know, there might be ſome 


*mixture of unlucky wit at the bottom 
*of ſuch fracas — — For, to [peak the 


-*truth, Yorick had an invincible diſlike 
band oppoſition in his nature to gravi- 


«ty, — — — not to gravity as ſuch —— — 
*for , where gravity was wanted, ho 
*would be the moſt grave and ferious of 


mortal men for days and weeks toge- 


*ther, — — — but he was an enemy to 
«the affectation of it » and declared open 
*war againſt it, only as it appeared a 
*©cloak for ignorance, or for folly; and 
«then, whenever it fell in his way, how- 
Bs: © 
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dever ſheltered. amp protected, he fel 
dom gave it much quarter, 


« «Sometimes, in his wild 0 y of talk- z 


*ting, he would ſay, that gravity was 
«an arrant ſcoundrel; and he would 


Ladd, — — of the moſt dangerous kind | 
too, — — — becauſe aſly one; and that 


iche rerily believed, more honeſt, well- 
„meaning people were bubbled out of 
«their goods and money by it in one 
*«twelvemonth, than by pocket- picking 


tand ſhop-lifting in ſeven, In the naked 


«temper which a merry heart diſcoyered, 


che would ſay , There was no danger — — 1 


but to itſelf; — — — whereas the very 


_ Eeſlence of grayity was deſign, and con- 


trick to gain credit of the world for 
te more ſenſe and knowledge than a man 
,was worth; and that, with all its pre- 


*tenhons, — — — it was no better, but 
c ften worſe; „ than what a French wit 


schad long ago defined it —/| —— viz. A 
<mykterious carriage of the body, to co> 


cc ver the defects of the mind: * — which 
«definition of gravity, Yorick', with great 


ee deceit; — — — it was a. taught | 


\ 


_ **fmprudence , would ſay, deſerved to be 


**wrote in letters of gold, 
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gut, in plain truth, he was a man 
«4 nhackneyed and unpractiled in the 
«world, and was altogether as indiſcreet 
„and fooliſh on every other ſubject of 
_.««diſcourſe, where policy is wont to im- 
_*preſs. reſtraint. Yorick had no impreſſion 
hut one, and that was what aroſe from 
«the nature of the deed ſpoken of; which 
, <impreſſion he would ufually tranſlate 
into plain "Engliſh without any peri- 
cephraſis, — — — — and too oft without 
s much diſtinction of either perſonage, time 
teor place; —— — [o that when mention 
was made of a pitiful or an ungenerous 
«proceeding, — — — he never gave him- 
«ſelf a moment's time to reflect who 
,was the Hero of the piece — — what his 
_ **flation.— — — or how far he had power 
. *4to hurt him hereafter; — — but, il it 
<<wasadirty action, — — — without more 
ado, — — — the man was a dirty fel- 
«low — — and ſo on: . 4 
*his comments had uſually tbe ill fate to 
be terminated either in a bon mot, or 
«to be enlixened throughout with ſome 
*drollery or humour of expreſſion, It 
* wings to Yorick's indiſeretion. In 
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*a word, though he never ſought, yet, 
eat the fame time, as he ſeldom ſhunn'd 
*occalions of ſaying what came uppermoſt, 
„and without much ceremony, — — — he 
*had' but too many temptations in life, 
of ſcattering his wit and his humour, 
— — — his gibes and his jefis about 
chim. — — — They were not lot for want 
of gathering.“ „„ 
At he end of the year en Mr. ee | 
left York, and came to London in order 
-to. publiſh Ine Sentimental Journey), 
hich he had written during the preced- 
ing ſummer at his favourite living of Cox- 
. would, His health had been for ſome 
time declining, but he continued to vilit 
his friends, and retained his uſual flow of 
ſpirits, In February, 1768, he began to 
perceive the approaches of death, and 
with the concern of a good man, and the 


) Publiſhed at London in 1768, in two vo- 
lumes. The tbird and fourth volumes were 
continued . by his friend, under the name of 
Eugenius, fince by the death of the Author 
we are deprived of his own continuation, The 
| remainder ok his works were alſo „ e after 

his 3 | | 
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kolicitude of an affectionate parent, de- 
voted his attention to the future welfare 
ok his daughter. After a ſhort firuggle 


with his diſorder, his debilitated and 
"worn out frame ſubmitted to fate on the 
18th day of March 1768, at his lodgings 


in Bond- Street, He was buried privately 


in a new burying ground, belonging to 
the pariſh of St. George's, Hanover- 
Square, at twelve o' clock at noon, at- - 
tended only by two gentlemen in a mourn- 
ing coach, no bell tolling, His death 
was announced in the news-papers of 
March 22d, 1768 , by the following pa- 


| ragraph: 


Died at his lodgings in Bond-Street, 
«the Rev. Mr, Sterne.“ 

Alas, poor Yorick! I knew him well; 
a Fellow of infinite Jeſt mo ſt excellent 
Fancy ele. 


Wit Humour, Genius hadſt thou, all 


agree; 9 


One grain of W1sDom bad been work the 
f TRREEIU 
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To the Aurhon of the above Lines, n 
1 Young Death of Mr. YORICK. 


So! 1. — this is wiſdom — to inſult the dead * 
Heap fancied crimes upon a mortal's head: 


Well be it ſo: ; — ſuch wiſdom and ſuch art 
Shall never —never ſhall approach my heart, 


Whatever Yorick's lot, in whate'er flate, 


Td gladly riſk it in the hour of fate, 


Sooner than join with thee ! — I would ſay rather ö 


Unto Corruption — Thou ſhalt be my Father. 


N Be thine the avenging Angel's lot » decreed ÞF 


To point each fault „ and aggravate each deed : 
„Angel of M ercy ! E thy ſweet talk be mine 


To blot them, ere they reach the Throne divine!” | 


Vorick, farewelll Peace dwell around th y tone: 
Accept this tribute from a friend unknown, 
In human breaſts, while pity has a claim i 
Le Fevre's ſtory hall enhance thy kame; 
Toby's benevolence each heart expand, 
And faithful Trim confeſs the Malter's hand. 


4%) One generous tear unto the Monk you dere 
Oh let me weed this nettle from thy grave! 


) Vide Triſtram Shagdy. 
1) See Sentimental Journey. 
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BY An EPITAPH for The Bay: Launexcs 
13 SrgRNE's Tombſtone. By a LADY, „ 


Sree, reſt for ever, and no longer fear 
The Critick's cenſure, or the Coxcomb's-ſneer. 
The gate of Envy now is clos'd on thee, 
And Fame her hundred doors ſhall open free: 
Ages unborn ſhall celebrate the page, 
Where friendly join the Satirift and Sage: 
O'er Yorick's tomb the brighteſt eyes ſhall weep , 
TH And Britiſh Pare arhth vigils keep ; | 
Wd Then, lighing , ſay , to vindicate thy fame, 
TT 3 were his faults, but glorious was his flame,” 


E | 5 1 i \ 


| What be no taper cat its deadly y. 
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In Memory of Mr. "5 FE author of THE 
CT os JOURNEY. | 


Wim wit, 1 humour, liſpel, | 
From the deſponding boſom, 1 9 1 
And bid the guſhing tear, at the ſad tale 4 
Of hapleſs love or filial grief, to flow 
From the full ſympathifing heart, were thine, | 
Theſe powers, Oh Sterne ! but now thy fate demand: 
No plumage nodding o'er the emblazon'd hearle *' 
' Proclaiming honour where no virtue ſhone, 
But the ſad tribute of, a heart-ſelt figh : 


Nor the full. choir fing requiems o'er thy tomb, 
The humbler grief of friend[hip is not mute; 
And poor Maria, with her faithful kid, 

Her auburn treſſes careleſsly entwin'd 

With olive foliage, at the cloſe of day, 


4 
RN x N 
> 5 
+4 * 


Shall chaunt her plaintive veſpers at thy grave. 4 'Þ 
Thy ſhade too, gentle Monk, mid aweful night, 1 
Shall pour libations from its friendly eye; | 
For'erfi his ſweet benevolence beſtow'd | 4 
Its generous pity, and bedew'd with tears 
The ſod, which reſted on thy aged breaſt. 1 
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SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY _ 


THROUGH 


FRANCE ano ITALY. 


— 


——— 


Turv order, (aid I, this matter 
better in France — Lk N 

Lou have been in France? ſaid my 
gentleman turning quick upon me with 
the moſt civil triumph in the world. — 
Strange! quoth I, debating the matte r 
with myſelf, That one-and-twenty miles 
ſailing , for'tis abſolutely no farther from 
Dover to Calais, ſhould give a man theſe 
rights, — I'll look into them: enn 
the argument, I went ſtraight to my lodg- 


ings , put up half a dozen ſhirts and a 
black pair of filk breeches — the coat I 
have on, ſaid I, looking at the ſleeve, 


8 „ 


eee 


J 4 


and the packet ſailing at nine the next 
morning—by three I had got ſat down to 
my dinner upon a fricallee'd chicken, ſo 
inconteſtibly in France, that, had I died 
that night of an indigeſtion, 'the whole _ 
world could not have ſuſpended the effects 
. of the) Droits d aubaine — my ſhirts, 
and black pair of filk breeches — port- 
manteau and all, muſt have gone to the 
EKing of France — even the little picture 
which I have ſo long worn, and ſo often 
have told thee , Eliza, I would carry - 
( with me into my grave, would have been 
| torn from my neck, — Ungenerous !— to 
ſeize upon the wreck of an unwary pal- 
ſenger, whom your ſubjects had beckoned 
to their coaft—by Heaven! Sire, it is not 
well done; and much does it grieve me, 
_ *tis the monarch of a people fo civilized 


and courteous, and ſo renowned for ſen- 


will do took a place in the Dover ſtage; 


h 313 er A443; 

FE .1*) All the effects of Rrangers (Swiſs W's 3 

þ excepted) Uying in France, are ſeized by virtue 
of this law , though the heir be upon the pot 


the profit of theſe contingencies being farmed , 
tete is no redreſs, _ | 
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timent and fine feelings, that I have to 


reaſon with — 
But I have ſcarce ſet a foot in your 


| Wr e | ? 


GEN 


C Ar 


W HEN I had finiſhed my dinner, 


and drank the King of France's health, 
to ſatisfy my mind that I bore him no 


ſpleen, but, on the contrary , high honour 


for the kymanity of his temper — U roſe 
up an 2 taller for the accommodation. 

— No — ſaid I— the Bourbon is by no 
means a cruel race: they may be miſled 
like other people; but there is a mildneſy 


in their blood. As I acknowledged this, 
I felt a. ſuffuſion of a finer kind upon my 
cheek—more- warm and friendly to man, 
than what Burgundy (at leaſt of two livres 


a bottle, which was ſuch as I had been 

drinking) could have produced. | 
— Juſt God! ſaid I, kicking my port- 

manteau aſide , what is there in this world's 


goods which ſhould ſharpen our ſpirits , 
and make ſo many kind-hearted brethren 


a * 


4 1 py 


— ̃— i— 8 
2 1 
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of us,. fall out lo cruelly 0 by 
: the way? 


When man is at peace with man, how 


much lighter than a feather is the heavieſt 


of metals in his hand ! he pulls out his 
purſe, and holding it airily and uncom- 
preſſed , looks round him, as if he ſought / 
for an object to ſhare it with. — In doing 
this, 1 felt every veſſel in my frame di- 
late — the arteries beat all cheerily together, 


and every power which luſtained life, per- 


formed it with ſo little friction, that 
it would have confounded the moſt phy/ical 
precieuſe in F rance ; with all her mate - 
rialiſm ,'ſhe could (carce have called mea 
* — 5 | 
I'm confident, faid I to 0 myfell, 1 
have overſet her creed. l | 
The acceſſion of that bln; carried Na- 


ture, at that time, as high as ſhe could 


go— l was at peace with the world before. 
and this finiſhed the treaty with myſelf-— 
Now, was I a King of France, cried 
I—what a moment for an orphan to have 
begged his father's portmanteau of me! 


bk 
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"THE MOD. 


CAL AIS. 
1 Had ſcarce uttered the words , when. 
A poor monk. of the order of St. Francis. 
came into the, room to. beg ſomething for, 
his convent. No man cares to have his 
virtues the ſport of contingencies—or. one 
man may be generous, as another man 
is puiſſant — /ed non quoad hane — or be it 
as it may — for there is no regular reaſoning 
upon the ebbs and flows of our. bumours ; 
they may depend.upon the ſame cauſes, 
for aught 1 know, which influence the | 
tides themſelves —'twould be of no diſcre- | ; 
dit to us, to ſuppole it was lo: I'm ſure, 6p, 
at leaſt far myſelf, that in many a caſe 
I ſhould be more highly ſatisfied, to have 
it laid by the world, „1 had had an 
affair with the moon, in which there was 
neither fin nor ſhame,” than have it paſs 
altogether , as my own act and deed, 
wherein' there was ſo much of both. 
Ehut be this as it may, The moment 1 
caſt my eyes upon him, I was predeter- 


— 4 


oy ne 


mined not to give him a fingle ſous, and 
ccordingly I put my purle into my pocket 


button'd it up—ſet myſelf a little more 
AS” : 
, Upon my centre, and advanced up gravely 


to him: there was ſomething , I fear, ſor- 

bidding in my look: I have bis figure this 

moment before my eyes, and think there 
was that in it which deſerved better. 


The monk, as I 23 the break 


in his tonſure, a ſew ſcattered white hairs 


upon his temples being all that remained 
of it, might be about ſeventy — but from 
his eyes, and that ſort of fire which was 
in them, which ſeemed more tempered by 


. courteſy than years, could be no more 


than fxty—Truth might lie between—He 


was certainly ſixty-five; and the general 


air of his countenance, notwithſtanding 


ſomething ſeemed to have been planting 


wrinkles in it before W ne, 1 


to the account. $3. 


It was one of thoſe nals Shieh Guido 
bas often painted mild, pale — pene- 
trating, free from all common- place ideas 


of fat contented ignorance looking down- 
ward upon the earth — it look d forwards; 


but look'd, as if it look'd at ſomething 


— — 
. 1 or * 2 


— eons, — 
er * < di CE a, 
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beyond this world. How one of his order 
came by it, Heaven above, who let it fall 
upon a monk's ſhoulders, beſt knows; 
but it would have ſuited a Bramin; and 


hadI met it upon the plains of Indoſtan, 
11 had reverenced it. 

The reſt of his outline may be given in 
a few firokes ; one might put it into the 
hands of any one to deſign, for *twas 
neither elegant « or otherwiſe , but as cha- 
racter and expreſſion made it ſo; it was 
a thin, ſpare form, ſomething above the 


common ſize, if it loſt not the diſtinction 
by a bent forward in the figure — but it 


was the attitude of Intreaty; and as it 
now. ſtands preſented to my imagination, 
it gained more than it loſt by it. | 
When he had entered the room three 
paces, ' he" ſtood fill; and laying his left 
hand upon his breaſt, (a ſlender white 
ſtaff with which he. journey'd being in his 


right)—when' I had got cloſe up to him, 
he introduced himſelf with the little ftory 


of the wants of his convent, and the 


poverty of his order — and did it with ſo 


imple a grace—and ſuch an air of depre- 


cation was there in the whole caſt of his 


Vu OBICK's 


look and figure — 1 was bewitch'd not to 
have been ſtruck with it — 
A better reaſon was, 1 had prede- 
terwined not to give him a ſingle ſous. 
THE MONK, THE | 


CALALS. 


Th 
18 very true, Cai I, pk Bak to 
a eaſt upwards with his eyes, with which 
be had concluded his addreſs — tis very 
true — and Heaven be their reſource who 
have no other but the charity of the 
| world F the fock of which, 1 fear, is no 
way ſufficient for the many great claims 
which are hourly made upon it. EY ay 
As I pronounced the words great claims, 
be gave a [light glance with his eye down- 
Wards upon the ſleeve of his tunic — I 
felt the ſull force of the appeal - I ac 
knowledge it, ſaid I—a coarſe habit, and 
that: but once in three years, with meagre 
diet — are no great matters; and the true 
Point of pity is, as they can be earn'd in 
the world with ſo little induſtry, that 
1 n. order ſhould v I to procure wem, 
| x” 4 
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455 by ams upon a fund which is the pro- 


perty « of the lame, the blind, the aged, 
and the infrm — the captive who lies 


down counting over and over again the 


days of his afflictions, lanzuiſhes alſo for 
his ſhare of it; and had you been of the 
order of mercy , inſtead of the order of 
St. Francis, poor as I am, continued I, 
pointing at my portmanteau, full, cheer- 
fully ſhould it have been opened to you, 
for the ranſom of the unfortunate — The 


monk made me a bow—But of all others, | 


reſumed I, the unfortunate of our own 
country, ſurely, have the firft rights; and 
I have leſt thouſands in diſtreſs upon our 
own ſhore — The monk gave a cordial 
wave with his head — as much as to lay, 


No doubk, there is miſery enough in 


_ every corner of the world, as well as 
within our conyent — But we diſtinguiſh, 
laid I, laying my hand upon the ſleeve 
of his tunic, In return for his appeal — 


we diftinguiſh, my good father! betwixt 


thofe who wiſh only to eat the bread of 
their own labour—and thoſe who eat the 


1 bread of. other people's, and have no 
other plan i in life 1 but to get through oo 


8 


2 


Vin ſloth 08 ee, for the love of 
God. ml 

The poor Franciſcan as no eats. a 
hectick of a moment pals'd acrols his cheek, 
but could not tarry — Nature ſeemed to. 
have had done with her reſentments in 
bim; he ſhewed” none — but letting his 
aff fall within his arm, he pre[s'd both 
his hands with een upon his e. 
and retired, * 


8 


7 E MONK. 


CALATS. 


My! heart ſmote me the moment he 
ſhut the door — Pſha! ſaid I, with an air 
of careleſſneſs, three 1 4653, o times — but 
it would not do: every ungracious ſyl- 
lable I had uttered, crowded back into 
my imagination: 1 reflected, I had no 
right pps. the poor Franciſcan, but to 
deny him; and that the puniſhment of 
that was enough to the diſappointed 
without the addition of unkind language— 
I conſidered his grey hairs—his courteous 
figure ſeemed to reenter and gently alk 


* 


* 
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me what injury he had done me? — and 
why I could uſe him thus? — I would 
bave given twenty livres for an advocate — 
I have behaved very ill, ſaid I within 

| myſelf; but I have only jult let out upon 

| my travels, and ſhall learn better man- 

| ners as I get young. 


THE DES OBLIGEANT: 


E 4 LA IS. 
8 
Wy EN a man is diſcontented with 
bimſelf, it has one advantage, however, 
that it puts him into an exellent frame | 
of mind for making a bargain, Now, there N 
being no travelling through France and 
Italy without a ckaiſe—and Nature gene- 


= . Tally | prompting us to the thing we are 
fitteſt for, I walked out into the coach: 
3 Þ 4 ard, to buy or hire ſomething of that kind 


to my purpoſe; an ald) Deſobligeant in 
_ the fartheſt corner of the court, hit my 
fancy at firſt Gght; | fol inſtantly got into 


*) A Chaiſe, ſo called in France fcom its hol- 
ding butwone perſon, 


* - : 
8 A. EC Fe 


it, and finding it in tolerable harmony 
with my feelings, I ordered the waiter to 


a RE” MOINS K ue 
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* 


call Monheur Deſſein, the maſter of the 


hotel — but Monfieur Deſſein being gone 


to veſpers, and not caring to face the 


' Franciſcan, whom I ſaw on the oppoſite | 
_ fide of the court, in conference with a 


lady juſt arrived at the inn — I drew the 
taffeta curtain betwixt us, and being de- 
termined to write my journey, I took out 


my pen and ink, and wrote the preface 


to it in the e. 


PREFACE 


UN 205 DESOBLIGEANT. 


I Ir muſt have been obſerved by many 
a peripatetic philoſopher, That Nature 


bas ſet up, by her own unqueſtionable - 


authority, certain boundaries and fences 
to circumſcribe the diſcontent of man: ſhe 


has effected her purpoſe . in the quieteſt 


and eaſieſt manner, by laying him under 


almoſt inſuperable obligations to work out 


his eale, and to ſuſtain his ſufferings at 
home. It is there only that ſhe has pro- 


Rn | 
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vided 5 with the moſt ſuitable objects 


to partake of his happinels, and bear a | 
| part of that burden, which, in all coun- 


tries and ages, has ever been too heavy 
for one pair of ſhoulders, *Tis true, we 
are endued with an imperfect power of 
ſpreading our happineſs ſometimes beyond 
Fon limits — but tis ſo ordered, that, from 
the want of languages, connexions and 
dependencies, and from the difference.in 


education, cuſtoms and habits, we lie 
under ſo many impediments in communis 


- cating our ſenſations out of our own ſphere, 
as often amount to a total impoſlibility. 
It, will always follow from hence, that 


the balance of ſentimental commerce 'is 
always againſt the expatriated adventurer :_ 


he muſt buy what he has little occaſion 
for, at their own price — his converſation 
will ſeldom be taken in exchange for theirs, 


without a large diſcount — and this, by 
the by, eternally driving him into the 
hands of more equitable brokers for ſuch. 


converſation as he can find, it requires no 

great ſpirit of divination to guols at his 

party — a : | F 
This brings me to wy obs ; and natu- 


— 
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| | . 
rally leads me (if the ſee-ſaw of this 
Deſobligeant will but let me get on) into / 
the efficient, as well as the final caules 
of travelling .; Th: 
Your idle people that "CIR their native 
country, and go abroad, for ſome reaſon _ 
or reaſons, which may "In derived from = 
one of thele general cauſes — 
2 Infirmity of body, 
Imbecillity of mind, or 
8 Inevitable neceffity. E 
a firſt two include all thoſe who n 
by-land or by water, labouring with pride, 


curioſity, yanity or ſpleen, ſubdivided and | 

combined / 1 644 5 

The third claſs includes the . army * 

of peregrine martyrs; more eſpecially thoſe 3 

travellers who ſet out upon their travels 5 "IS 

with the beneſit of the clergy , either. as 1 
delinquents travelling under the direction 3 


of goveriuonrs recommended by the magil· 
trate, — or young gentlemen tranſported 
by the cruelty of parents and guardians, 
and travelling under the direction of go- 


_ vernvurs recommended by Oxford, Aber» | 


deen and Glaſgow, (} 55 Y 
There is a fourth claſs, but their number 50 


45 | a 7 5 


„ 


SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 17 


is ſo ſmall that they would not deſerve a 


diſtinction, was it not necellary, in a work 


of this nature, to obſerve the greateſt 
precifion and nicety, to avoid a confulion 
of character. And theſe men I ſpeak of, 
are ſuch as croſs the ſeas, and ſojourn in 


# 


a land of ftrangers with. a view of ſaving. 


money for various reaſons, and upon va- 
rious pretences : but as they might alfo 
ſave themſelves and others a great deal 


of unneceſſary trouble, by ſaving their 


money at home — and as their reaſons for 
travelling are the leaſt complex of any 
other ſpecies of emigrants, I Thall diſ- 
nan theſe gentlemen by the name of 


1 4 


>, Simple Travellers. 


Thus the whole circle of travellers may 
be reduced to the following red 
| Idle Travellers, ; 
Inquißitive Travellers, 
Lying Travellers, 

Proud Travellers, 

Vain Travellers, 
Splenette Travellers. 


Then follow the Travellers of Necellity: | 


The delinquent and felonious Traveller, 


D 2 
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The unfortunate as innocent Traveller ; 
The ſimple. Traveller, + 


And laſt of all (if you pleaſe) 
The Sentimental Traveller, 


(meaning thereby myſelf) who have tra- 
yelled, and of which I am now fitting 


down to give an account — as much out 


of Neceſſity, and the beſoin de . 
as any one in the claſs, | 


I am well aware, at the Ss 8 As 
both my travels and obſervations: will be 
altogether of a different caſt from any of 
my ſore-runners ; that I might have infifted. 

upon à whole niche entirely to myſelf — 

but 1 Thould break in upon the confines 
of the Vain Traveller „in wiſhing to 
draw attention towards me, till I have 
ſome better grounds for it than the mere 
Novelty of my Vehicle. 5 

It is ſufficient for my reader, 5 he has 


been a traveller bimſelf, that, with ſtudy 


and reflection bereupon, he may be able 
to determine his own place and rank in 
the catalogue — it will be one ſtep towards 


knowing himſelf; as it is great odds, but 


he retains ſome tincture and reſemblance 
of what he imbibed or carried, out, to the 
_ preſent hour. : 
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The man who firſt tranſplant the 
grape of Burgundy to the Cape of Good 


Hope (obſerve he was a Dutchman) never 


dreamt of drinking the ſame wine at the 


Cape, that the ſame grape produced upon, 


the French mountains — he was too phleg- 
matic for that — but undoubtedly he ex- 
pected to drink ſome ſort of vinous liquor; 


but whether good, bad, or indifferent — 
he;knew enough of this world, to know, 
that it did not depend upon his choice, 


but that what is generaly called chance 
was: to decide his ſucceſs :' however, he 
hoped for the beit; and in theſe hopes, 
by an intemperate confidence in the forti- 
| tude of his head, and the depth of his 
diſcretion, . Hynheer migh# poſſibly over- 
Tet both in his ne vine-yard; and by 
diſcovering his nakednels , become a 
laughing-ſtock to his people. Ws 
Even ſo it fares with the poor Travel- 
ler, failing and poſing through the politer 
kingdoms of the globe, in purſuit of know- 


ledge and improvements. 


Knowledge and improvements are to 15 : 


i 


got by ſailing and poſting for that pur. 


poſe: but, whether uſeſul knowledge and 


6% Mone 


real improvements, is all a lottery —and 
even where the adventurer is ſucceſsful, 
the acquired ſtock muſt be uſed with cau- 
tion and ſobriety, to turn to any profit. 
but as the chances run prodigiouſly the 
other way, both as te the acquiſition and 
application, 1 am of opinion , That a man 
would act as wiſely, if he could prevail 
upon himſelf, to live contented without 
foreign knowledge or foreign improve- 
ments, elpecially if he lives in a country 
that has no abſolute want of either—and, 
indeed, much grief of heart has it oft and 
many a time coſt me, when I have ob- 
ſerved how many a foul fiep the inquiſi- 
ure Traveller has meaſured, to ſee ights 
and look into diſcoveries; all which, as 
Sancho Panga ſaid to Don Quixote , they 
might have ſeen dry-ſhod at home. It is 
an age ſo full of light, that there is ſcarce 
a country or corner of Europe, whoſe 
beams are not croſſed and interchanged 
with orthers — Knowlegde, in moſt of its 
branches, and in moſt 5 90 „is like mu- 
ic in an Italian fireet , Whereof thoſe may 
_ . partake who pay nothing, — But there is 
no nation under Heaven. — And God is my 
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record, (before whole tribunal I muſt one 
day come and give an account of this 
work) — that I do not ſpeak it vauntingly 
— But there is no nation under Heaven, 
| abounding with more variety of learning 
'— where the ſciences. may be more fitly 
woo'd , or more ſurely won, than here + 
where art is encouraged, and will ſoon 
riſe high — where Ne Ne her alto- 
gether) has ſo little to anſwer for — and, 
to cloſe all, where there is more wit and 
variety of character to feed the mind with 
— Where then, my dear e are 
vou going? 65 5 
We are only . at this i 
. ſaid they — Your moſt obedient. ſervant, 
; ſaid I, ſkipping out of it, and pulling off 


5 my hat — We were wondering , faid one 


ol them, who, I found, was an inguifi> 
| tive traveller what could .occahion its mo- 
tion, — Twas the agitation „ laid I coolly, 
of writing a preface — I never heard, ſaid 
the other, who was a ſimple traveller, of 
a preface wrote in a Dęſobligeant. — It 
would have been better, laid I, in a Vis 
d. Vis. ELL) | 


n r 


„„ % rann 


A. an Engliſhman does not travel. to 
. ſee ONO 1 1 retired to my room. 


| 
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: I Bargains: ee darkened 
the paſſage more than myſelf, as I ſtepped 
along it to my room; it was effectually 
Monl. Deſſein, the maſter of the hotel, 

who had juſt returned from v 
with his hat under his arm, 
complaiſantly following me, to p me in 

mind of my wants. I had wrote myſelf 
pretty well out of conceit with the De/ob- 
tigeant; and Monſ. Dellein ſpeaking of 
it, with a ſhrug, as if it would no way 

| ſuit me, it immediately ſtruck my fancy 

| that it belonged to ſome innocent travel- 
ler, who, on his return home, had leſt 
it to Mon. Deſlſein's honour, to make the 
_ ' moſt of. Four months had elapſed- fince N 
it had finiſhed its career of Europe in the 
| corner of Monſ. Deſſein's coach - yard; and 
DN having (allied out from thence but a vampt- 
up bufinels at the firft, though it had been ; 
twice taken to pieces on Mount Sennis, 
it had not profited much by its adven- _ 
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tures—but by none ſo little as the landing 
lo many months unpitied in the corner of 


Monſ. Deſſein's coachyard. Much indeed 
was not to be ſaid for it — but ſomething 
might—and when a few words will reſcue 
miſery out of her diftreſs, 1 hate the man 


who can be a churl of them, 


[Now, was I the maſter of this ale 


laid I, laying the point of my fore-finger 
on Mr. Deſſein's breafi, I would inevitably. 
; make a point of getting rid of this unfor- 


tunate Deſobligeant — it ſtands ſwinging 


reproaches at you ny; time you pals 


by it. — | x 
Mon Bias 1 Laid Mon. 'Defſein —1 Woe i 


no intereſt — Except the intereſt , ſaid 1, 


which men of a certain turn of mind take, | 


Monl. Deſſein, in their own ſenſations — 
; I'm perſuaded, to a man who feels for 


others as well as for himſelf, every rainy 


night, diſguiſe it as you will, muſt caſt a 


dainp upon, your ſpirits—You ſuffer, Monl, 
Deſſein, as much as the machine — 
1 have always obſeryed, when there is 


as much four as ſweet in a compliment, 


that-an. Engliſhman is eternally at a loſs 
within himſelf, whether to take it, or let 
Vol, 1. : TI tas 
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it alone: a Frenchman never is: Monf: 
Deſſein made me a bow. * 765 
Ce bien vrai, laid he But in this 4446. 
I ſhould only exchange one diſquietude-for 
another, and with toſs: figure 10 yourſelf, 
my dear Sir, that in giving you a chaiſe 
| which would fall to pieces- before you had 
< 0 got half way to Paris — figare to vourſelf 
how much I ſhould ſuffer, in giving an ilt 
impreſſion of myſelf to a man of honour, 
and lying at the mercy, as '1 7 . 
dun homme d'eſprit. © „ 
- The doſe. was made up 2b," after 
my own preſcription ; ſo 1 could not help . 
taking it—and returning Monf, Deſlein his 
bow, without more eaſuiſtry we walk's 
together towards bis Remiſe, to take a 
view of his Nee of chaiſes. | gc. 


i Eg 12 THE STREET | 
\ C4 L 470. | "oy 
: | 21 _ 0 be a 1 . of a - 
world, when the buyer (if it be but of a 
forry poſt-chaiſe) cannot go forth with the 
Jeller thereof into. the fireet. to terminate 


1 
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b dikere nee. petit bin“ Put he in- 


fantly falls into the ſame frame of mind, 
and views his conventionift with the lame 
fort of eye, as if he was going along with 
Him to Hyde - park- corner to fight a duel. 
For my own patt, being but a poor [word's- 


man, and no way a match for Monfreur 


f Deſſein, I felt the rotation of all the move- 


ments within me, to which the fitration 


is incident I looked at Monſieur Deſſein | 


through and through — ey'd him as he 


walk'd along, in profite—then, en n face— 


thought he look'd like a Jew — then 2 
Turk — diſliked: his wig — curſed him by 
my gods — whiſhed bim vl the devil Mo 

— And is all this to be lighted up in 
the heart for a beggarly account of three 
or four louis-d'ors, which is the moſt 1 


can be over-reached in? — Baſe paſſion! 

faid.F," turning myſelf about, as & man 
naturally does upon a ſudden reverſe of 
| © ſentiment — baſe, ungentle paſſion ! thy 


hand is againſt every man, and every man's 


hand againſt thee — Heaven forbid ! ſaid 


ſhe, railing her hand up to her forehead 


for I bad turned full in front upon thelady 
hom 1 had feen in conference with Are 


E 2 


r 
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monk — ſhe had followed us unperceived | 
—Heaven forbid, indeed! ſaid I, offering 
| her my /owu—ſhe had a black pair of filk 
; ee he ef at the thumb and two 
fore-fingers, lo accepted it without reſerve 
—and I led ber nr to the door of the Re- 
N 
Monſieur Deſſein * diabled. the hoy 
. above fifty times before he found out he 
5 had come with a <A Wha in his hand: 
5 we were as impatient as himſelf to have 
it opened; and ſo attentive to the obſtacle, 
that I continued holding her hand, almoſt 
| without knowing it; ſo that Monſieur. 
1 Deſlein left us together with her hand in 
. mine, and with our faces turned towards 
the door of the Remiſe, and ſaid be would 
be back in five minutes. Wn 
Now, a colloquy of five 5 EE 
ſuch a fituation, is worth one of as many 
ages, with your faces turned towards the 
ſtreet: in the laiter caſe, tis drawn from 
the objects and occurrences without — 
when your eyes are fixed upon a dead 
| blank—you draw purely from yourſelves. : | 
; 


A kilence of a ſingle moment upon Monl. 
Deſſein's leaving us, had been fatal to 


* 
I my " 


rr 


% * 
n 
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the fituation — ſhe' had infallibly turned 


about — fo 1 begun the converſation in- 


ſtantly — eee eee 2 {tt mg 
— But what were the temptations; , (as 
I write not to apologize for the weakne(- 


| [es of my heart in this tour, — but to give 


an account of them) — ſhall -be deſcribed 


with the ſame ce Poe ks with WIRE 1 


folt them. 


THE REMISE DO OR. 


CAL 416. 


— 


— 


Wa AEN I told the reader that I n 


not care to get out of the Deſobligeant , 
| becauſe I ſaw the monk in cloſe confer- 

_ ence with a lady juſt arrived at the in 

I told him the truth; but I did not tell 

him the whole truth; for I was full as 


much reſtrained by the appearance and 


figure of the lady he was talking to. Suſ- 
picion erolſed my brain, and (aid, he was 
telling her what had paſſed ; \ fomething 


j arred upon it within me — I wi ed him at 

his convent. a . | ; 

When the heart flies out before the 
q 


3 \ | - &5 
#8. aner 


underſtanding, it laves the judgment a 
world of pains — I was certain ſhe was of 


a better order of beings — however, . 


thought no more of her, but went on and 


wrote my prefa ae. 


8, 4. 


The impreſſion returned, upon my en- 


counter with her in the fireet; Aa. guarded 


| neſs with which ſhe gave me her 
band, ſhewed, I thought, her good educa- 
tion and her good ſenle; and as I led her 


on, 1 felt a pleaſurable | ductility - about 


her, which ſpread a calmueſs over all my 
ſpirits — „ 

— Good God! how a man mike lead 
ſuch a creature as this! round the world 
with him! — L 


Thad not yet form Lev eee not 


material; for the drawing was inftantly * 5 


— 


'fet about, and, long before we had got. 
to the door of the Remiſe, Fancy had 
- Eniſh'd the whole head, and pleaſed her- 


ſelf as much with its fitting ber goddefs, 


as if [he had dived into the TIER for it 
1 But thou art a ſeduced and a ſeducing 
Clut; and albeit thou cheateſt us ſeven 


| a times a day with thy pictures and images, 
yet with ſo many charms doſt thou do it, 


2 


—— 
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dad: dow deckefi out thy pictures in the 


| Thapes of ſo many angels of lights tis a 
| ſhame to break with thee. 


When we had got to the door of 55 : 


| Remile, ſhe withdrew her hand from acroſs | 


her forehead, and let me ſee the original 


Lit was a face of about ſix-and-twenty— 
of a clear. tranſparent brown, ſimply ſet 


off without rouge or powder — it was not 


critically handſome, but there was that in 
it, which, in the frame of mind 1 was in, 
0 attached me much more to it — it was in- 
5 teceſting; I fancied it wore the characters 


of a widow'd look, and in that ſtate ok 
its declenſion, which had paſſed the two 


firſt paroxiſms of ſorrow, and was quietly | 
beginning to reconcile itſelf to its loſs —. 


but a thouſand other diſtreſſes might have 


traced the ſame lines; I wiſh'd to know 
| What they had been — and was ready to 


inquire, (had the ſame bor ton of conver- 
ſation permitted, as in the days of Eſdras) 
— What-aileth thee? and why art thou 


 diſquieted? and why is thy underflanding 


troubled?” In a word, I felt benevolence 
for her; and reſolved ſome way or other 


to throw in my mite ah courtely —if not 
of ſervice. 6 


| | / 
* . 
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Such were my temptations — and in this 


_ diſpoſition to give way to them, was 8 


left alone with the lady, with her hand 
in Mime, and with our faces both turned 
Gees to the door dk the Remiſe than what 
was' Fn Oe” | 


THE REMISE DOOR. 


hes. 


Tals 18 8 ik ſaid aLnaifng - 
* hand up a little lightly as I began, 
muſt be one of Fortune's whimſical doings: 
to take two utter ſtrangers by their hands 
— of different ſexes, and, perhaps, from 
different corners of the globe, and, in 
one moment, place them together in ſuch 
- & cordial fituation, as Friendſhip herſelf 


could ſcarce have atchieved for them , had | 


_ the projected it for a mont. 
— And vour reflection upon it, ſhews 
kad much, Monbeur, ſhe has embarral- 
fed you by the adventure — } 
When the ſituation is what we 3 
wiſh, nothing is ſo ill - timed as to hint at 
- he EEE: which make it ſo: mow 
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thank Fortune, continued ſhe—you had 
reaſon — the heart knew it, and was [atis- 


fied; and who but an Engliſh philoſopher 
would have ſent notice of it to the brain, | 


to reverſe the judgment? 12 35 
In ſaying this, ſhe diſengaged her hind 
with a look which 1 thought a ſufficient 
commentary upon the text, 
It is a miſerable picture which I am 
going to give of the weakneſs of my heart, 
by owning, that it ſuffered a pain, which 
worthier oceafions could not have inflicted. 
I was mortified with the loſs of herhand; 


and the manner in which I had loſt it, 


carried neither oil nor wine to the wound: 
I never felt the pain of a ſheepiſh infe- 
. riority ſo miſerably. in my life. | 
The triumphs of a true feminine heart 
dre ſhort upon theſe diſcomfitures, ' In a 


very few ſeconds ſhe laid her hand upon 


the cuff of my coat, in order to finiſh 
her reply; ſo ſome way or other, God 
knows how, I regained my een | 
she had nothing to add. 

I forthwith began to 3 a different 
© converſation for the lady, thinking, from 
the ſpirit. as well as moral of this, that I 
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had been miftakew in her character; but 
upon turning her face towards me, the 
ſpirit which had animated the reply was 
fled — the muſcles relaxed, and I beheld 
the ſame unprotected look of diſtreſs which 
firſt won me to her intereſt — melanchol y! 


10 Tee ſuch ſprightlineſs the prey of forrow: _ 


1 pitied her from my foul; and though it 
may ſeem ridiculous enough to a torpid 
heart — I could have taken her into my 
arms, and cheriſhed her, though it was 
in the open ſtreet, without bluſhing. ets 


The pulſations of the arteries along my | 


fingers preſſing acroſs hers, told her me a 
was paſlling within me: [he looked down 
a filence of ſome moments followed. 
I fear, in this interval, I muſt have 
made ſome ſlight efforts towards a cloſer 
compreſſion of her hand, | from a ſubtle 
| ſenſation I felt in the palm of my own — | 
not as if ſhe was going to withdraw hers. 
— but as if ſhe thought about it — and I 
had infallibly loſ it a ſecond time, had 
not inſtinct, more than reaſon , directed 
me to the laſt reſource in theſe dangers 
— to hold it looſely, and i in a manner as 
if I was every moment going to releale 
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it of myſelf; ſo [be let it continue, till 
Monſi eur Deſſein returned with the key; 
and, Ain the mean time, I [et myſelf to 


conſider how I ſhould undo the ill im- 


preſſions which the poor monk's ſtory, in 
caſe he had told it her, muſt have planted | 
in her ne en me. ; 


"THE SNUPP-BOX. 
e CALATS. 


| Tan good b an was within fix 


| paces of us, as the idea of him croſs'd my 
mind; and was advancing towards us a 
little- out of the line, as if uncertain whe- 


ther he ſhould break in upon-us or no— 


He ſtopp'd, however, as ſoon as he came. 


up to us, with a world of frapkneſs; and 
having a horn luuff - box in his hand, he 


preſented it open to me — You ſhall taſte 
mine — ſaid I, pulling out my box (which 
was a [mall tortoiſe one) and putting it 


into his hand — 'Tis moſt excellent laid 


the monk: Then do me the favour, I 
replied, to accept of ht; 
when you take a pinch out of it, ſome- 


x and all; and 


* 
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times recollect it was the peace-offering of 
a man who once uſed you eke tel but 
not from his heart, 

The poor monk bluſh'd as Ted as "A 
let. Mon Dieu! ſaid he, preſſing his hands 
together — you never uſed me unkindly, — 


I ſhould think, ſaid the lady, he is not 


likely. I bluſh'd in my turn; but from what 
movements, I leave to the few, who feel, 
to analyſe — Excuſe me, Madam , replied 
II treated him moſt unkindly; and from 
no provocations. — Tis impoſſible, ſaid the 
lady. — My God! eried the monk, with a 
warmth of aſſeveration which ſeem'd not 
to belong to him — the fault was in me, 
and in the indifcretion of my zeal — The 
lady oppoled it, and J joined with her in 
maintaining it was impoſſible, that a ſpirit ' 
ſo regulated as _ could give RES 

to any. 7 | 
I knew not that contention- odd be 


rendered ſo ſweet and pleaſurable a thing 


to the nerves as I then felt it, — Were- 
mained filent, without any ſenſation of 
that fooliſh pain which takes place, when, 

in ſuch a circle, you look for ten minutes 
in one another's faces without ſaying a 


A 
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word. Whillt this laſted, the * rubb'd_ 
his horn box upon the ſleeve of his tunic;. 
| and „ as ſodn as it had acquired a little. 
. air of brightneſs by. the friction —he made 
a low. bow, and laid, twas too late to 
ſay whether it was the weaknels or good- 
neſs of our tempers which had involved 
us in this conteſt — but be it as it would - 
| he begg'd we might exchange boxes — In 
laying this, be preſented his to me with 
one hand, as he took mine from mein the 
other; and having kiſſed it — with a ſtream 
of good nature in his eyes, he put it into. 5 | 
bis boſom — and took his leave. | 
1 guard this box, as I would ha inſiru- 
mental parts of my religion, to help my 
mind on to ſomething better: in truth, I 
ſeldom go abroad without it; and oft and- 
many a time have I called up by it the 
courteous ſpirit of its owner to regulate. 
my own, in the joſtlings of the world; 
they had found full employment for his, 
as I learnt from his flory , till about the 
forty - fiſth. year of his age, when, upon 
' ſome military ſervices ill requited, and 
meeting at the ſame time with a diſap- 5 
poiniment in the tendereſt of paſſions, he 
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abandoned the ford and the ſex together, 
and took lanctuary, not * much in bis 
convent, as in himfelf. e . 

I feel a damp _— 880 iets + BY am- 
going to add, that, in my laft return 
through Calais, upon 8 after Fa- 
ther Lorenzo, I heard he had been dead 
near three months, and was buried, not 
in his convent, but, according to his deſire, 
in a litile cemetery belonging to it, about 
two leagues off: 1 had a ſtrong defire to 
lee where they had laid him — when, upon 

pulling out his little horn box, as I ſat 
by his grave, and plucking up a nettle or 


two at the head of it, Whichchad no bu- - 


fineſs to grow. there, they all firuck toge- 
ther ſo forcibly upon my affections, that 
I burſt into a flood of tears — but I am as 

weak as a woman; and 1 beg the world 
not to . but pity me. 
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10 


- gies 090 Voarmte: 1 


1. Had never quitted the lady? 8 luna 
all this time; and had held it ſo long, 
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that it would have been indecent to have 
let it go, without firſt prelling it to my 
lips: the blood and ſpirits, which bad 
: | ſuffered a 'revulfion from her, crowded 
"gal to her, as 1 did it. | 

| Now, the two travellers, who had ſpoke' 
to me in the coach - yard, happening at 
that criſis to be paſſing by, and obferving 
our communications, naturally took it into 
their heads, that we 'muſt be man and 
_ wife, atleaſt; ſo, flopping as ſoon as they 
came up to the door of the Remiſe, the 
one of them, who was the inquiſitive*tra- 
veller, alk'd us, if we ſet out for Paris 
the next morning? — 1 could only anſwer 
for wylelf, I ſaid; and the lady added, 


ſhe. was for Amiens. We dined there 


yeſterday, ſaid the 6mple traveller — Y qu 
go directly through the town, added the 
other, in your road to Paris, I was going 
to return a thouſand thanks for the intel- 
| ligence , that Ami ens was in the road to | 
Paris; but upon pulling out mf poor 
monk's little hein-box to take a pinch of 
knuff — I made them a quiet bow, and 
wilhed them a good pallage to Dover — 
they left us alone — 


—ͤ— — — 
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— Now, W 1 os be the harm, 2 | 


Ito my ſelf, if 1 was to beg of this diſtrel- 
ſed lady to accept of half of my chaiſe ? 


— and what mighty miſchief could enſue? 
Every dirty paſſion, and bad propenbiy, 
in my nature, took the alarm, as I fate 


the propolition — It will oblige you tohave 
a third horſe, ſaid Avarice, which will 


put twenty livres out of your pocket p_ 


Nou know not who ſhe is, {aid Caution, 


or what ſcrapes the' affair may draw you 


into, whiſper'd CowarDice — 


- Depend! upon it, Vorick ! ſaid Discre- 
T10N, 'twill be ſaid you went off with a 
miſtreſs, and came by . to ga- 


lais for that purpoſe. 


Lou can never aſter, cried H IPOCRISY 
aloud, ſhew your face in the world — or 


_ riſe, quoth Mganness, in the church — or 


be any thing in it, ſaid Privy, but a 


louſy prebendary, 


But tis a civil thing, ſaid Pecan 
generally act from the firſt, impulſe, and 
therefore ſeldom liſten tu thele cabals, 


which lerye no purpoſe, that I krow of | 
but to encompals the heart with adamant 
— I turn d inſtantly about * the lady — - 
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But ſhe had glided off unpereeived, 
as the cauſe was pleading , and frad made * 

ten or a dozen paces dowa the ftreet, by 

the time I had made the determination; 
| fo 1 ſet off after her with along ſtride, to 
' make her the propoſal with the beft ad- 
_ dreſs I was maſter of; but obſerving ſhe 
- walk'd' with her cheek half reſting upon 
the palm of her hand — with the ſlow, 
. ſhort-meaſur'd ſtep of thoughtfulneſs 8 and 
with her eyes, as ſhe went ſtep by ſtep, 
fix d upon the ground, it. truck me, ſhe 
Was trying the ſame cauſe herſelf. God 
help her! ſaid I, ſhe has ſome mother- 
in-law , or tartufiſh' aunt , or nonſenſical 
old v oman, to conſult upon the occaſion, 
as well as myſelf : ſo not caring to inter- 
15 rupt the proceſs, and deeming it more 
E take her at diſcretion than by 
lurprile, I faced about, and took a [hort 
turn or two before the door of the Re- 

_ mile, whilſt ſhe walk'd muſing on one fide* 
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8 Have, on firſt ſight of n 
ſettled the affair in my faney, that ſhe 
«wys of the better order of beings''— and 
then ſaid it down as a ſecond axiom ; as 
indiſputable as the firſt, *that The-was.'a 
_ «widow, and wore a character of diſtreſs“ 
IA went no farther; I got ground enough 
for the fituation which pleaſed me — and 
had ſhe remained cloſe belide my elbow 
till midnight, I ſhould have. held true to 
my ſyſtem, and conſidered her __ un- 
der that general idea, > 
She had ſcarce got twenty paces diflant | 
from me, ere ſomething within me called 
out for a more particular inquiry — it 
brought on the idea of a farther ſepara- . 
tion — I might poſſibly never ſee her more. 
the heart is for ſaving what it can ; 
and I wanted the traces thro” which my 
wiſhes might find their way to * * 
caſe [ ſhould” never rejoin. her myſelf: i 
a wore s 1wiſhd to know her name — 
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ber family's — her condition; and as 1 
knew the place to which ſhe was going, | 
I wanted to know from whence ſhe came, 
but there was no coming at all this intel- 
ligence; a hundred little delicacies ſtood 
in the way. I formed a ſcore different 
Phone — There was no. ſuch thing as a 
man's aſking her drool = thy wing was 
tar ee N be Hg 

A little French debounaire captain, - hs 


came. dancing down the ſtreet, ſhewed 


me it was the eaſieſt thing in the world; 
for, popping in betwixt us, , juſt, as the 
lady was returning back to K door, of 
the Remiſe, he introduced himſelf to my 
acquaintance , and, before he had well 
[got announced, begg'd I would do him 
the 3 to preſent, him to the lady — 
1 had not been preſented myſelf, — lo 
turning about to her, he did it juſt as well 
by alking her, if ſhe had come from Pa- 
ris? No: ſhe was going that route, ſhe. 
laid. — Vous n'ttes pas de Londres? — 
She was not , ſhe replied, — Then Ma- 
dam muft have come through Flanders — 
. Apparemment vous tes Flummande? [aid 
the French eee The lady anſwered, | 

, 5 2 ö 
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' ſhe was. — Peut. etre de Liſle added he — 
She ſaid; ſhe was not of Liſle, — Nor 
Arras ?—nor Cambray ? — nor Ghent? — 
Nor Bruſſels? She e ſhe was of 
haps. ; 2 I 

He had had the EF he ſaid, to hs ö 
at the bombardment of it laſt war — that 
it was finely ſituated, pour cela — and 
n e wobleTe whon the Imperiniifis were ) 
driven out by the French - (the lady made 
a a flight courteſy) — ſo giving her an ac- 
eount of the affair, and of the ſhare he 
had had in it — he begg'd the honour to 
know her name — ſo made his bow. 
AE Madame a ſon Mari? (aid. 10 
looking back when he had made two. 
Reps — and, without ſtaying for an an- 
| fer — — danced down the fireet. 

Had 1 ſerved ſeven years is 
to PORCINE 1 Nun not ure done 
| "ti muck. 

7 H E R E a I 5 E. 
| .c ALA 1 A 


— 


3 the Nets French captain left. us, 
- Monſieur Deſſein came up with the key 


— 
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_of the Remiſe i in his hand, and forthwith | 


let us into his magazine of chaiſes. RE 
The firſt object which caught my eye, 


s Monſeur Deſſein open'd the door of 


the Remiſe, was another. old tatter'd 
Deſobligeant: and notwithſtanding it was 
the exact picture of that which had hit 
my fancy ſo much in the coach-yard but 
an hour before—the very fight of it ſtirr'd 
up a diſagreeable ſenſation within me now ; 
and I thought. twas a churliſh beaſt into 
whoſe heart the idea could firſt enter, to 


* confituet ſuch a machine; nor had I much 


more nt for the man who could think 
ok uling it. — r 

1 eule the dy w was as little mah 5 
with it as myſelf: ſo Monfieur Deſſein led 
us on to a couple of chaiſes which flood 
abreaſt; ; telling us, as he recommended 
them, that they had been purchaſed by 
my Lord A. and B. to go the grand tour, 
but had gone no farther than Paris, fo 
were in all reſpects as good as new 
They were too good — ſo I pals'd on to a 
third; which ftood behind, and forthwith. 
began to chaffer for the price. But 'twill 
Acarce hold two, ſaid I, opening the door 


WS” 


a nen 


and getting in — Have the goodneſs, Ma- | 


dam , ſaid NMonfieur Dellein, offering his 

arm, to flep in — The lady hefitated half 

a ſecond and ſtepp'd in; and the waiter 
that moment W to ſpeak to Mon- 
N leur Deſſein , he [hüt the door of the 
; — ebaiſe upon us, anda Mets, £1 

e 6:4 #63260 af Gum e er . 
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. Big en. tis No talk 
laid the lady ſmiling, from the reflection 


that this was the ſecond time we had 
Ihen left together by a parcel of nonſen- 


Bae ae — C E. bien eee, 


| SE, py ants ns. 5 laid 1 20 3 | 


it lo, but the comic uſe which the gal- 
. lantry of a Frenchman. would put it tio — 
5 to make love the firſt moment, and an 
offer of his perſon the lecond. | 
Tis their fort, replied the lady. 
It is ſuppoſed fo at leaſt — and how it 
has come to pals, continued I, I know 


not; but they haye certainly got the credit 


8 


> 
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of underftanding more of love, and making 
it better than any other nation upon earth: 
but for my own part, I think them errant 
bunglers, and in truth the worſt ſet of 
markſmen that ever tried Cupid's patience. 

— To think of nenen Ben "_ Jenti- 
ments! i 9 71 


I ſhould: as "OR think of Hd a 


genteel ſuit: of elothes out of remnants : — 
and to do it — pop — at firſt fight by de- 
claration — is ſubmitting the offer and 
themſelves with it, to be fifted, with all 


their pours. and contres, by an n 


mind. 


The lady attended < as i ſhe expected I 
ſhould go on. Fx 
Confider then, Madam, 3 EF, 


| e my band upon her's— 


That grave people hate Love Tor the 


name s ſake — 


That lelfich ;poople 430 it for their Ho 
own — 
Hypocrites 105 Heaven' $, — 


Ad that all of us , both old and young, 
being ten times worſe frighten'd than e 
by the very report — _ 
. — What a want of knowledge in this 


4 


\ N 
5 ; 4 
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branch of commerce a man betrays, who- 


ever lets the word come out of bis lips, 


till an hour or two at leaſt after the time, 
that his filence upon it becomes torment- 


ing! A courſe of ſmall, quiet attentions, 


not ſo pointed as to alarm — nor fo vague 


as to be miſunderſtood, — with 3 
then a look of kindneſs, and little or 


nothing ſaid upon ihe leaves Nature for 
' - your miſtreſs, ang 


e faſhions it to her 
mind — - ne” 
Then I olemnly ee faid the lady, 
bluſhing — you have been ae love to 
me all this while. | {64 


THE. REMISE). 
CALATS, 


1 R Deſſein came heath to let 
us out. of the chaiſe , and quaint the 


5 lady the Count de L—, her br IA er, was 


1 98 


juſt arrived at the hotel. Though I had 


infinite good - will for the lady, I cannot 
ſay that I rejoiced in my heart at the 


event—and could not help telling her 


lo — for it is fatal to a propoſal, Madam, 
laid I, that I was going to make to you— 


) 
2 
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Lou need not tell me what the pro- 
| Polal was, E id Ihe, laying her hand upon 
both mine, as ſhe interrupted me, — A 
man, my good Sir, has ſeldom. an offer 
ok kindneſs to make to a woman, but 
The has a preſentiment of it ma mo- 
ments before — 

Nature arms her with it, ſaid 3 for 
immediate preſervation — But I think, ſaid 
the, looking in my face, I hadno evil to 
apprehend — and, to deal frankly with 
you, had determined to accept it. — If I 
had — (ſhe ſtopped a moment) — I believe 
your good will would have drawn a ftory 
from me, which would have made pity 
the only dangerous thing in the journey, 
| In ſaying this, ſhe ſuffered me to kiſs 
her hand twice, and, with a look of 
lenſibility mixed with a concern, ſhe got 
out of the chaiſe —and bid adieu. 


IN THE STREET. 
een 
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1 Neves finiſhed a twelve-guinea bar- 
gain ſo expeditiouſly in my life: my time 
Vol, I. TT: 8 


* E * 
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feemed heavy upon the loſs of the lady; 


and knowing every moment of tt would 


be as two, till I put myſelf into motion, 
J ordered poeſt-horſes MO , and . 


towards the hotel. . 


Lord! faid I, hearing the een 


080 four, and recollecting that I had 5 


been little more * a . ane in 
Calais? . en eee 
e What a al volume' of "PHI 


may be graſped within this-little [pan of 
life by him who interefis his heart in every 
thing, and who, having eyes to [ee what 


time and chance are perpetually holding 


out to him as he journeyfth on his way, 


miſſes nothing ks can el lay his hands 


on? — | | 
— If this won't turn out Ahoy — 


another will — no matter — 'tis an eſſay 


upon human nature — I get my labour for - 
my pains — tis enough — the pleaſure of 
the experiment has kept my lenſes, and 
the beſt part of my blood , awake, and 
laid the groſs to [leep. . 

I pity the man who can travel rom Dan 
to Beerſheba, and cry, Tis all barren — 
and ſo it is; and ſo is all he world te 
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him who will not cultivate the fruits it 


offers, I declare, ſaid I, clapping my 


hands chgerily together, that, was I in a 
deſert, I would find out wherewith in it 


to call forth my affections — If I could 
not do better, I would faſten them upon 
ſome ſweet myrtle, or ſeek ſome melan- 


choly cypreſs to connect myſelf to — I 


would court their hade, and greet them © 


kindly for their protection — I would cut 
my name upon them, and ſwear they 
were the lovelieſt trees throughout the 


deſert: if their leaves withexed, I would 
teach myſelf to mourn; and when they 


rejoiced, I would rejoice along with them, 


The learned Smxr.runcus travelled 


from Boulogne to Paris — from Patis to 


Rome —aud fo on — but ie ſet out with 
the ſpleen and jaundice , and every object 
he paſſed by was diſcoloured or diſtorted — 
He wrote an account of them, but 'twas 
nothing but the account of kis miſerable 
feelings. | | Pee 

1 met Smelfungus in the grand portico | 


4 


of the Pantheon — he was juſt coming out 


of it — Tis nothing but @ huge cock-pit *), 


: — 
eg - 
, * 
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) Vide Smoller's Travels, 
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laid he — I wiſh you had ſaid 8 
worſe of the "ne 0 Medieis, rꝙplied 

1 — for, in paſſi g through Florence, I 
had heard he had fallen foul upon the 
goddeſs, and uſed her worſe than a com- 
mon ſtrumpet, without the leaf ebe 
tation in nature. | 
- I popp'd upon Ganges again. at Tu- 
rin, in his return home; and a [ad tale 
of ſorrowful adventures he had to tell, 
«wherein he ſpoke of moving accidents 
- «by flood and field, and of the cannibals 
which each other eat: the Anthropo- 
<phagi””? — he had been flay'd alive, and 
bedevil'd — and uſed worſe than St, Bar- 
tholomew, at every flage he had come at— 

— Fl tell it, cried Smelfungus , to - 
world. You bad beiter tell its laid I, 
© your phyſician, | 

Mundungus, with an hwy fortune, 
made the whole tour; going on from Rome 
to Naples — from Naples to Venice from 
Venice to Vienna — to Dreſden, to Berlin, 
without one generous connexion or plea- 
ſurable anecdote to tell of; but he had 
travelled firaight on, looking neither to 
bis right hand nor his left, left Love or 
Pity ſhould ſeduce him out of his road. 


* 
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Peace be to them! if it is to be found; but 
Heaven itſelf, was it poſſible to get there 
with ſuch tempers, would want objects 
to give it —every gentle ſpirit would come 
flying upon the wings of Love to hail their 
arrival — Nothing would the ſouls of Smel- 
fungus and Mundungus hear of, but freſh 
anthems of joy, freſh raptures of love, 
and freſh congratulations of their common 
felicity — I heartily pity them: they have 
brought up no faculties for thi work; 
and, was the happieſt manſion in Heaven 
to be allotted to Smelfungus and Mun- 
dungus, they would be fo far from being 
happy, that the ſouls of Smelfungus and: 
Mundungds would do * there to 
all ae n 


* 0 N TR 10. 

Yon Hap once lol my —— from 
behind my chaiſe, and twice got out in 
the rain, and one of the times up to the 
knees in dirt, to help the poſtillion to tie 
it on, without being able to find out 
what was wanting — Nor was it till I 
got to Montriul, upon the landlord's aſk- 
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ing ns: if I wanted not a ſervant, that 
it occurred to me that that was the very 
thing, f 
A ſervant! That dae wt adly, e 
1 - Beeaule, Monſieur, ſaid the landlord, 
there is a clever young fellow, who would 
be very proud of the honour to ſerve an 
Engliſhman, — But why an Engliſh one, 
more than any other? — They are ſo 
generous, ſaid the landlord — I'Il be ſhot 
if this is not a livre out of my pocket, 
quoth I to myſelf, this very night — But 
they have wherewithal to be ſo, Mon- 
fieur, added he — ſet down one livre 
more for that, quoth I — It was but laſt 
| night, laid ihe landlord, uu my Lord 
Anglois preſentoit un cou d la fille de 
chambre — Tant pis, Mou? eee . ö 
Janatone , laid I 
Now, Janatone being the landlord's 
daughter, and the landlord ſuppoſing I 
was young in French, took the liberty to 
inform me, I ſhould not have ſaid tant 
yis — but, tant mieuæ. Tant mieuæ, 
toujours, Monfieur , ſaid, he, when there, 
1s any thing to be got — tant pis, when 
there is noching. It comes to the ſame 
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thing, laid 1. Feel, ſaid. the 
landlord. ee 
cannot take a iter ine en to 
obſerve, once for all, that fant pis and 
tant mieuæ, being two of the great hinges 
in French conyerſation, a ſtranger would 
do well to ſet himſelf right in the uſe of 
them, before he gets to Paris, ve G1 
A prompt French Marquis, at our am- 
baſſadour' s table, demanded of Mr, H —, 
if he was H— the poet? No, ſaid H 
mildly — Tant vis, replied. the Marquis: 
; Av is H— the hiftorian, [aid another — 
Tant mieuæ, [aid the W And Mr. 
 H—, whois a man of an Nee heart, 
return'd thanks for bot 
When the landlord had ſet me Win 
in this matter, he. called in La Fleur, 
which was the name of the young man 
he had [poke of — ſaying only firſt, That 
as for his talents, be, would preſume to 
lay 838 — Monſieur was the beſt judge 
What would ſuit, him; but for the fidelity 
of La Fleur, he el Rand en 


in all he was worth. 


The landlord 3 d this in a man- 
ner which: inflantly ſet my mind to the. 


? 


( 
{* 
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buſineſs I was upon'— and La Fleur, who' 
ſtood waiting without, in that breathleſs 
expectation which every ſon of nature of 
us have felt in our turns, came in. 


7 E 


nean 


1 An apt to be taken with all kinds 
of people at firſt light; but never more ſo, 
than when a poor devil comes to offer 
his ſervices to [6 poor a devil as myſelf: 

| and as I know this weakneſs, 1 always 
VM ſuffer my jugdment to draw back ſomething 
on that very account — and this more or 
leſs 3 according to the mood l am in, and 
= the caſe — and I may add the gender too, 
2 of the perſon I am to govern. 
| | When La Fleur entered the room, after 
every diſcount I could make for my ſoul, 
the genuine look and air of the fellow 
determined the matter at once in his fa- 
vour; ſoT hired him-firft— and then began 
to inquire what he could do: But I ſhall. 
find out his talents; quoth I, as 'T want 55 
them — belides, a nn. can do nb oct 
thing. RO 4 
TORY poor La Fleur could do POP" 


* 
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in the world but beat a drum, and play 
a march or two upon the fife, I was de- 
termined to make his talents do; and 
can't ſay my weakneſs was ever ſo inſulted 
by my wiſdom), as in the attempt. 

La Fleur had ſet out early in life, as 
gallantly as moſt Frenchmen do, with 
ſerving for a few years; at the end of 
which, having ſatisfied the ſentiment, and 
found, moreover, „that the honour of 
„beating a drum was likely to be its own 
„reward, as it open'd no farther track 

„of glory to him“ — he retired à ſes terres, 
and lived comme il plaiſoit à Dieu — r 
is to ſay, upon nothing. 5 

And ſo, quoth Wiſdom, you. hoe | 
hired a drummer to attend you in this 
tour of your's through France and Italy! 
Pſha! ſaid I, and do not one half of our 

gentry go with a hum-drum compagnon 
du voyage the ſame round, and have the 
piper and the devil and all to pay be- 
ſides? When a man can extricate himſelf 
_ with an equivogue in, ſuch an unequal | 
watch—he is not ill of—But you can do 
' ſomething elſe, La Fleur? ſaid 1 O 


e dake ſpatterdaſhes, 


bd 
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andplay a . | 
vo! ſaid Wiſdom Why, I play a baſs 
myſelf, laid I-we. ſhall do very well. 


Tou can [have, and dreſs a wig a little, 


La Fleur? — He had all the diſpoſitions in 
*the world—lt'is enough for Heaven! "ſaid 
I, interrupting him— and ought} to be 
enough ſor ,me—So ſupper coming in, and 
having afriſky Engliſh ſpaniel on one fide 
of my chair, and a French valet, with 
as much hilarity in his countenauee as 
ever nature painted in one, on the other. 

—1 was (latisfied to my heart's content 
with my empire; and if nr6narchs knew 

what they would be at, they Wah be, as 
| ite as IWw aas. 5 


MONT R TUT. Hg 


c 274 
1 1 
in 


— 
* 
— 


* La Fleur went the whole tour of 
France, and Italy with me, and will, be, 
often upon the ſtage, I muſt intereſt che 
reader a little farther in his behalf, by 
laying, that I had never leſs. reaſpn to, 
repent of the impulſes which generally do. 
determine me, than in regard to this fel - 
low—he was a „iinſel, affectionate , 
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fimple ſoul, as ever trudged after the heels 
of a philoſopher; and, notwithſtanding his 
talents of drum-beating and ſpatterdaſh- i 
making, which, though very good in them- | 
ſelves, happened to be of no great ſer- 
vice to me, yet was I bourly recompenſed 
by the feſtivity of his temper—it ſup- 
plied all defects —I had a conſtant reſouree 
in his looks, in all difficulties and diſ- | 
treſſes of my own—I was going to have | 
added, of his too; but La Fleur was out | 
of the reach of every thing; for whether | 
 'twas bunger;, or thirſt, or cold, or naked- 
neſs, or watchings, or whatever firipes of | 
ill luck La Fleur met with in our journey- | 
ings, there Was no index in his phyſio- 3] 
gnomy to point them out by—be was. eter- | 
nally the ſame; ſo that if Jam a piece of | 
a philoſopher, which Satan now and then f | 
puts it into my head I am—it always : | 
mortifies the pride of the conceit, by re- - | 
flecting how much Iowe to the complexio- | 
nal philoſophy. of this poor fellow, for | 
ſhaming me into one of a better kind. | 
With all this, La Fleur had a ſmall caft 
ok the coxcomb—but he ſeemed at firſt | 
| Gght. to be more a coxcomb of nature than | 


% menen habe 


of art: and before I had been three days 
in Paris with him —he ſeemed to oy no 
cox comb at all. 


MONTRIUL,.. 


* E next ind. 5 F ae e 
_ ing upon his employment, I delivered to 
| him the key of my portmanteau, with an, 
inventory of my half a dozen ſhirts and 
filk pair of breeches; and bid him faſten 
all upon the chaiſe —get the horſes put to 
and deſire the landlord to come in with 
his bill. | 

- Cleft un gargon FE bonne fortune, [laid 
the landlord, pointing through the win- 
dow to half a dozen wenches who had got 
round about La Fleur, and were moſt kind- 
ly taking their leave of him, as the pol- 
tillion was leading out the horſes. La 
Fleur kiſſed all their hands round and 
round again, and «thrice he wiped his 
eyes, and thrice he promiſed he would 
bring them all pardons from Rome. 
The young fellow, ſaid the landlord, . 
is beloved by all the town, and there is 
ſcarce a corner in Montriul where the want 
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of him will not be felt : he bas but one 


misfortune in the world, continued he, 
«He is always in love. — I am heartily 
Vlad of it, ſaid I—'twill ſave me the 
trouble every night of putting my breeches 


under my head, In ſaying this, I was mak- 


ing not ſo much La Fleur's eloge, as my 
on, having been in love with one prin- 
ceſs or another almoſt all my life, and E 
hope 1 ſhall go on ſo, till I die, being 
firmly perſuaded , that, if ever I do'a 

mean action, it muſt be in ſome interval 
betwixt one pallion and another; whilſt 
| this interregnum laſts, I always perceive 
my heart locked up I can ſcarce find in 
it to give Miſery afixpenee; and therefore 
I always get out of it as faſt as I can, 
and the moment I am rekindled, I am 
all generofity and good-will again; and 
would do any thing in the world either 


for , or with any one, if _ will but 


fatisfy me there is no ſin in it, 
E But in ſaying this—ſurely I am com- 
 mending the paſlion — not myſelf, 


— — —ä6—— — —— — 
P — — * — 
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Ee THE town of Abdera, notwithfland- 
ing Democritus lived there, trying all 
the powers of irony and laughter to re- 
claim it, was the vileſt and moſt profligate 
town in all Thrace. | What for poiſons, 
canſpiracies and aſſaſſinations — libels, 
paſquinades and tumults, there was no 
going there by day — 'twas worſe by night. 
Now, when things were at the worſt, 

it came to pals, that the Andromeda of 
Euripides being reprefented at Abdera , 
the whole orcheſtra was delighted with it: 
but , of all the paſſages which delighted 
them, nothing operated more upon their 
imaginations ,” than the tender ſtrokes of 
nature, which the poet had. wrought” up 
in that pathetic ſpeech of Perſeus, O Cu- 
pid, prince of Gods and men, etc. Every 
man almoſt ſpoke pure iambics. the next 
day, and 'talk'd of nothing but Pecſpus.hiq 
pathetic: addreſs — 0 Cupid.! prince of 
Gods and men”— in every fireet of Ab- 
dera, in every houſe . O Cupid ! Cupid!” 
— in every mouth, like the natural notes 
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of ſome ſweet melody which drop from it 
whether it will or no'— nothing but “Cu- 


pid! Cupid ! prinee of Gods and men” _ 


— Tbe fire caught — and the whole city, 


like the en La ol one man, Mammal iCelf 


to Love. 3 < 3 8 r en 75 


No 3 nd ſell one grain 


of hellebore — not a ſingle armourer had a 


beart to forge one inftrument of death — 


Friendthip and Virtue met together, and 
Kkils'd each other in the fireet—the golden 


age returned, and hung over the town of 


Abdera — every Abderite took his oaten 


pipe, and every Abderitiſh' woman left 
her purple web, and chaſtely ſat her down 


and liſten'd to the long — | | 

*Twas only id the power, ſays the F rag- 
ment, of the God whole empire extendeth 
from heaven to earth, and even to the 
depths of the ſea, to have done this. 


MONTRIUL. 


Wau HEN all is 3 „aud eliety are 


U 


ticle is diſputed and paid for in the inn, 


unleſs you are a litile ſour'd by the ad- 
venture, there is always a matter to com- 


— gage» IVE ̃— .,, ns GI I CORE ,. 


JFF 


pound at the door, before you can get 
into your chaiſe, and that is with the ſons 
and daughters of poverty, Who furronnd | 
you, Let no man ſay, «let them go to 
_  **the devil“ nan cruel journey to end 

a few miſerables\, and they bave-had/ſuf- 
kerings enough without it: I always think 
it better to take a few ſaus out in my 
hand; and I would eounſel every gentle 
traveller to do ſo likewiſe: he need not 
be ſo exact in ſetting. down his. motives 
for giving them — They will be regiſter” d 
elſewhere... i ARA. 
For my o nd art is no ma 

5 own, » Tt no n 

gives ſo little as 1 do; for few that Lknow 
have ſo little to give: but as this was the 
firſt public act of my charity, in France , . 
took the more notice of it. „ er 
A well-a-way ! fa 1, I 58 eight 
ſous in the' world,  ſhewing them in my 
hand, and there are eight poor men and 
eight poor women for'em. _ 

A poor tatter'd ſoul, without a ſhirt 
en, inſtantly. withdrew his claim, by re- 
tiring two ſteps out of the eirele, and mak. 
ing a diſqualifying bow on his part. Had 
the whole parterre cried out, Place au 


— 


\ 
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dames, with one voice, it would not 


have conveyed the ſentiment of a defer- 
ence for the fex with half the effect. 

} Juſt Heaven! for what wile reaſons haſt 
1 


hou ordered it, that beggary and urba- 
nity, which are at ſuch variance in other 


countries, ſhould find a way to'be at uni- 
ty in this? | FIR 

_ —T infified upon preſenting | him with a 
fingle ſous, merely for his politeſſe. 

A poor little dwarfiſh briſk fellow, who 
flood over - againſt me in the circle, put- 
ting ſomething firſt under his arm, which 
had once been a hat, took his muff box 


out of his pocket, and generouſly offered 
a pinch on both fides of him: it was a | 


gift of confequence, and modeſtly declin- 


_ ed—The poor little fellow preſs'd it upon 7 


them with à nod of welcomeneſs—Prenes 
( en—prene:, [aid he, looking another way: 
ſo 


o they each took a pinch — Pity thy box 


ſhould ever want one! ſaid I to myſelf; 


ſo I put a couple of ſous into TE taking 
a ſmall pinch out of his box, to enhance 


_ their value, as I did it.— He felt the weight 
of the ſecond obligation more than that of 


the firft —*twas doing him an honour — the 


"Pod. I. H 


for it. But 


&@ vim" | YORICE's 


other was only doing him a charity—and 


he made me a dr down to the ground 
for it, 

— Here! ſaid I to an 4 toldier 2 
one hand, who had been campaign'd and 


worn out to death in the ſervice — here' 5 


a. couple of ſous for thee. Vive 2 Roi. A 
ſaid the old ſoldier. 4 

I had then but three ſous left: fo I 
* one, imply pour Pamour. de Dieu, 
which was the footing on which it was 
begg'd — The poor woman had adiſlocat- 
ed bip; ſo it could not be well er 257 
other motive. 

Mon cher et mms men 
There s no oppoſing this, „„ 

My 1 Lord An lois—the very ſound was 
worth the m 


in the eagerneſs of giving, I 

had overl ok'd a ꝓauvre honteux , who 
had no, one. to aſk a ſous for him, and 
who, I believed, would have periſh'd ere 
he could have alk d one for himſelf: he 
| flood by the chaiſe a little without the 


._ circle, and wiped a tear from a face 
1 which 1 thought had ſeen better days — 


Good God! laid 1— and 1 have not one 


+ 4 


* 
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lingle ſous left to give him But you have 

a thouſand! cried all the powers of nature, 
ſtirring within me — ſo I gave him — no 2 
matter what —I am aſhamed to ſay: how | 
much, now — and was aſhamed to think 

| how: little, then: ſo if the reader can form 
any conjecture of my diſpoſition, as thele 
two fixed points are given him, he may 

judge within a livre or two what was the 
precile ſum. | | 

I T could afford n for the, dell; but 
Dieu vous benifſe — Et le bon Dieu vous 

- benifſe encore — ſaid the old ſoldier, the 
dwarf, etc. The pauvre honteuæ could ſay 
nothing — he pull'd out a little handker- 
chief, and wiped his face as he turned 

_  away—and I thought he thanked me more | 

than them all, | | | 


bid 
Mods BIDET. 1 


* 


H. A VI NG ſettled all ee little mat- 
ters, I got into my poſt- -chaiſe with more 
= eaſe than ever I got into a poſt-chaile in 
my life; and La Fleur having got one 
large jack- boot on the far ſide of a little 
H 2 


5 
- 
1 


bidet *), and another on this (for I count 
nothing of his legs) —he canter'd away 
before me as happy and as * 
as a prince | 
— But what is eee e whad is gran. 
deur in this painted [cene. of life! A dead 
als, before we had got a league, put a 
ſudden ftop to La Fleur's career—his bi- 
det would not paſs by it—a contention 
aroſe betwixt them, and the poor fellow 
was kick'd out of his Pans the OP 
firſt kick. 
La Fleur bore nis fall like a French 
Chriſtian, ſaying neither more or leſs upon 
it, than, Diable! lo preſently got up, and 
came to the charge again afiride his bidet, 
beating him up to it as he would Have 
beat his drum. 

The bidet flew from one fide of the road 
to the other, then back again—then this 
way— then that way, and, in ſhort, eve- 
iy way but by the dead als. — La Fleur 
infifted upon the ee the bidet 
threw him. 


What's the PR = mo ſaid. 1, 


d ONT? 7 4+ <# 


— 
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with this bidet of | thine. n ſaid 
he, o'eſt un cheual le plus opinidtre du 
monde Nay, if he is a conceited beaſt, | | 
he muſt go his own way, replied I- [fo i 
La Fleur got off him, and giving him a | | 
good ſound laſh, the bidet took me at my | 
word, and away he ſcamper'd back to 
Montriul—Pefte ! ſaid La Fleur, 
It is not mal d propos to take notice 
here, that though La Fleur availed him- 
ſelf but of two different terms of exclama- 
tion in this oa ai „Diable? 
and Pefte ! that there are neveiftheleſs three 
in the French language; like the politive, d 
comparative and ſuperlative, one or the 
other of which ſerve for every Pau an 
ed throw of the dice in life, | 
Le Diable] which is the firſt and pol 
tive dogree, is generally uſed upon ordi- 
nary emotions of the mind, where ſmall | 
things only fall out contrary to your ex- 
pectations—ſuch as—the ' throwing one's 
doublets La Fleur's being 'kick'd off his 
horſe, and ſo forth—cuckoldom, for the 
ſame reaſon, is always — Le Diable! 
But in caſes where the caſt has ſome- | 
thing provoking in it, as in that of the 3 


bidet's runnintz away after, and leaving 
La Fleur aground in jack - n _ 
ſecond degree. #5 ab of nene ee 
+ + Fis then Pefte / 21 


- And for the third-— * | 
E —Buthere my heart is wrung with ity = 


1 ad fellow-feeling, when I reflect what 
mileries muſt bave been their lot, and 
how. bitterly ſo refined a people muſt have 

ſmarted; to ha ve forced them h ths 
uſe of Ib... on ger "CR 

Grant me, O ye powers which wack the 
| tongue with eloquence in diſtreſs! —what- 
ever is my caſt, grant me but decent words 
to exclaim in, "ag. I will give my nature 
WAR Anno! ttt tie] el Gir ito 

— But as theſe; re not to be nad in 
France, I reſolved to take every evil juſt 
as it befel me, without any en 
at all. er 40 | 
+48 Fleus, who bad 1 no HP co- 
venant with himſelf, followed the bidet 
with his eyes till it was got out of ght 
and then, you may imagine, if you plegſe; 
with What word. he ; doſed „the whole 
alan 2 #22 vi; 
aft; there, was no hanging. 8 fright 
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ten'd horſe in jack-boots, there remained 
no alternative but taking La Fleur aan 
behind the chaiſe, or into it. — 

I preferred the latter, and in half an 
| hour we got to the * houſe at Nam- 
pont. 

THE DEAD ASS. 

| —A ND this, ſaid he, putting the re- 
mains of a cruſt into his wallet—and this 
ſhould have been thy portion, ſaid he, 
hadſt thou been alive to have ſhared it 
| with me—1 thought by the accent, it had 
been an apoſtrophe to his child; but 'twas 
to his aſs, and to the very als we had 
| ſeen dead in the road, which had occa- 
Goned La Fleur's miſadventure. The man 
* ſeemed to lament it much; and it inftant- 
ly brought into my mind Sancho's lamen- 
tation for his; but he did it with more 
true touches of nature. 

The mourner was fitting upon a gone 
Lk at the door, with the als's pannel 
and its bridle on one ide, which he took 


F 
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up from time to time—then laid them 
down—look'd at them and ſhook his head. 
He then took his eruſt of bread out of his 
wallet again, as if to eat it; held it ſome 
time in his hand—then laid it upon the 
bit of Ins als's bridle— looked wiſtlully at 
the little arrangement he had made and 
then gave a ſigh. 

The ſimplicity of his grief drew en 
about him, and La Fleur amongſt the reſt, 
whilſt the horſes were getting ready: as I 
continued fitting in the poſt-chaiſe, I could 
ſee and hear over their heads. by 

lle ſaid he had come laſt from Spain, 
where he had been from the fartheſt bor- 
ders of Franconia; and had got ſo far on 
his return home, hou his aſs died. Eve- 
ry one ſeem'd defirous to know what bu- 
fineſs could have taken ſo old and poor 
a man ſo far. a Pantone from bie own 
home. | pats 

It had pleaſed Heaven, he ſaid, to bleſs 
him with three ſons, the fineſt lads in all 


Germany; but having, in one week, loſt - 
two of the eldeft of them by the ſmall- 
pox, and the youngeſt falling ill of the 
ſame difiemper, he was afraid of being 
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bereft of them all; and made a vow, if 
Heaven would not take him from him 
alſo, he would 80 „ in ee to St. 

Iago in Spain. 5 
When the mourner and that far on his 
ſtory, he Ropp'd to pay nature box tri. 
bute — and wept bitterly, .  - 

He ſaid, Heaven had SOON the con- 5 
ditions, and that he had ſet out from his 

| ae with this poor creature, who had 
been a patient partner of his journey — 
that. it had eat the ſame bread with him 
all the way, and was unto him as a 
friend. ; 

Every body who food ads FRO the 
poor fellow with concern — La Fleur of- 
fered him money — The mourner faid, he 
did not want it—it was not the value of 
the aſs — but the loſs of him, — The als, 
he ſaid, he was aſſured, loved him— and 
upon this, told them a long flory of a 


Z miſchance upon their: pallage over the Py- 


renean mountains, which had ſeparated 

them. from each other three days; during 

which time, the als had lought him as 

much as he had ſought the als, and that 
* ol, F „ 1 


m EE 'YORICK% I, 


they. had neither ſcarce eat or drank an 


they met. 


Thou haft one e e tend. [aid os” 


at leaſt ,in the loſs of thy poor beaſt ; IL am 


fure thou haft been a merciful /maſter to 


him. — Alas! ſaid the-mourner, I thought 
fo , when he was alive— butnow that he 
is dead, I think otherwiſe, — I fear, the 


weight of myſelf, and my afflictionstoge- 


ther, have been too much for him — they 
have ſhortened: the poor creature's days, 
and I fear I have them to anſwer for. — 

Shame on the world! ſaid I to myſelf— 
Did we love each other, as this poor ſoub 


but loved his afs —* R * ſore. 5 


— 


er 
* ONT. 


THE POSTILLIOW,. 


1 K concern which: the poor fellows 8 i 
505 fory” threw me into, required ſome atten- 
tion; the poſtillion paid not the leaſt to 
it, but let off Nr. the parry in a full | 
gallop. # 

The rhirſtieſt foul in o the mol 1 
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fert of Arabia could not have withed more 


for a cup: of cold water, than mine did 
for grave and quiet movements; and I 
ſhould have had an high opinion of the 
poſtillion, had he but fiolen off with me 


in fomething- like a penſive pace, On the 


eontrary , as the mourner finiſhed his la- 


mentation, the fellow gave an unfeeling 
| laſh to each of his beaſts, and ſet off clat- 
| w_ like a thouſand devils. 10 21 


L called to him, as loud as 1 could, for 


Heavinks ſake to go [lower and the loud- 


er I called, the more unmercifully he 
galloped, — The deuce take him and his. 
galloping tvo—ſaid I—he'll go on tearing. 
my nerves to- pieces tilt he has worked 


me into a foolifh paſſion, and then he'll 


go [low, that I may Fd: the ORE 


of it. 


- The poſtillion Santa the — to & 


5 eme by the time he had got to the 
foot of a ſteep hill about half a league 
from Nampont, — he had put me out of 


temper with him — and then with "4-4 x 
for being-lo. 
OW caſe than; guid. a different txeat- 
SY ON OOO” 1 * 


4 6 ron IK. 
́—  . | ney 1 0 rand rattling: gallop would | 
ED; dave been of real ſetvice io me, —  : 
| ' Then Prithee, get b der Mg my 
5 e ſaid „ 441 3 
The poſtillion pointed to hr bin —1 . 
then tried to return back te the flory of 1 
the poor German and his als — but I had | 
= broke the clew— and could no more get 
> wo it again, than the: g e in- 
oo en Lenin rrrokage?” 3, wn 
The eee laid 1, kk it > t 
Here am I fitting as candidly diſpoled to A 
make the beſt of „ ee ee 5 
155 was, and all runs counter.” 55 
There is one [weet lenitive at leatt * 
ede which Nature holds out to us: [ſo 1 “ 
took it kindly at her hands, and fell a- | 
fleep ; and the veſt word which. rouſed | me. 
was Amiens. 
- — BleG me! 41. b Wo 1 
this is the N town cee wy you we 


1 A 5 . enn 


An | 
— ; nat” 0} "AY * A 


1 A, Tas beds were ſ:arce' out of my 
3 1 ide; ein the Count de L's yolk - 


. * vw 


n 
= 3 7 
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chaiſe , with his ſiſter in it, drove haſtilß 
by + ſhe had juſt time to make me a bow | 

of recognition and of that partieularkind 
of it, which told me ſhe had not yet done 
with me. She was as good as her lodk; 
for, before I had quite finiſhed my ſup- 


per, her brother's ſervant came into the 


room with a billet, in which, [he ſaid, 
ſhe had taken the liberty to charge me 
with a letter, which I was to preſent my- 
ſelf to Madame R*** the firſt morning 1 
had nothing to do at Paris. There was 
only added, ſhe was ſorry , but from what 
_ penchant ſhe had not conſidered, that ſhe 
had been prevented telling me her ftory — 
that ſhe fill owed it me; and if my route 
ſhould ever lie through Bruſſels, and I had 
not by then forgot the name of Madame 
de L**.* — that Madame de L*** would 
be glad to diſcharge her obligation. x 
Then I will meet thee, ſaid I, fair ſpi- 
rit! at Bruſſels — tis only returning from 
Italy through Germany to Holland , by the 
route of Handers, home—'twill fcarce be 
ten poſts out of my way; but were it ten 
_ thouſand! with what a moral delight will 
it crown my journey, in ſharing in the 


| „0 emen 


| fickening. incidents of a tale of bitter tots 

to me by liich a ſufferer? to ſee her weep! 
and though 1 cannot dry up the fountain 
of her tears, what an exyuilite ſenſation 
is tere ſtill left, in wiping them away 
from off the cheeks of the firſt and faireſt 


of women, as I'm fitting with my er 


kerchief in my hand in fence” the whole: 
night belide her? be | 


There was Abe wrong in * ben, 


went; ; and yet I inflantly reproached my 
heart with it in the bittereſt and moſt te- 
Probate of expreſſions. . N 


It had ever, as I told the reader, been 
one of the fingular bleſſings of my life, 
io be, almoſt every hour of it, miſerably 
in love with ſome one; and my laſt flame 
bappening to be blown out by a whiff of 
jealouſy on the ſudden turn of a corner, 

I had lighted it up afreſh at the pure 


taper of Eliza but about three months 


before — [wearing as I did it, that it 


ſhould laſt me through the whole jour- 


ney — Why ſhould I diſſemble the mat- 


ter? I had ſworn to her eternal fidelity — 


ſhe had a right to my whole heart — to 
vide my affections, was to leſſen them— 


— 


| 


; 
; 
»| 
- 


SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 77 
to expoſe them, was to riſk them: where 
there is riſk, there may be loſs: — and 
| what wilt thou have, Yorick! to aillwer 
to a heart ſo fall of truſt and confidence“ 
ſo good, ſo gentle and unreproaching,! 

—I will not go to Bruſſels, replied I, 
interrupting myſelf — but my imagination 
went on — I-recalled her looks at that 
criſis of our ſeparation, when neither of. 
us had power to ſay adieu! I look'd at 
the picture ſhe had tied in a black rib- 
band about my neck — and blaſh'd as IT 
look'd. at it— I would have given the 
world to have kiſs'dit — but was alhamed. 
And ſhall this t er flower, ſaid I, preſſ- 
ing it between my hands — ſhall it be 
(mitten to its very root — and ſmitten, | 
Yorick\! by thee, who haſt promiſed to 
ſhelter it in thy*breaſt ? \ 
Eternal fountain of happineſs Laid . 
5 8 down upon the ground—be thou 
my witneſs — and every: pure ſpirit which 
taſtes it, be my witneſs alſo, That 1 would 
not travel to Bruſſels, unleſs Eliza went : 
along with me , did the roag lead me 
towards heaven. | 


In tranſports of this Ms the 3 | 


8  YORICK's 
in ſpite of the underſtanding, , will ane. | 
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THE LETTER: 


AMIENS. 


Fos RT N E balk not ſmiled . 


Fleur; for he had been unſucceſsful in 


his feats of chivalry — and not one thing 
had offered to ſignalize his zeal for my 

ſervice , from the time he had entered 
into it, which was almoſt four and twenty 
hours., The poor ſoul | burn'd with impa- 
tience; and the Count de . %, [ervant's 
coming with the letter, being the firſt prae- 


ticable occafion which offer d, La Fleur ; 
had laid hold of it; and in order to do 
honour to his maſter, had taken him into. 


a back parlourin the Auberge, and treated 
him with a cup or two of the beſt wine 

in Picardy; and the Count de L***%; 
ſervant in return, and not to be behind- 
hand in politeneſs with La Fleur, had 
taken him back with him to the Count's 
hotel. La Fleur's prevenancy (for there 
was a paſſport in his very looks) ſoon 
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tet every, ſerrant in the küchen at caſe. 
with him: and as a Frenchman, Whatever 
be his talents, has no ſort of prudery in 
ſhewing them, La Fleur, in leſs than five 
minutes, had pulled out his fife, and 
leading off the dance himſelf with the firſt be: 
note, ſet the fille de chambre, the maltre- 
d kdtel, „the cook, the ſcullion, and all Ty 
the houſehold, dogs and cats, beides an 1 
old monkey, .a-daneing : I ſuppoſe there 3 


4 
never was a merrier kitchen noe the 
| flood. 15 . 5 8 


— 


Madame de L** , in paſſing from her. 
brother s apartments to her own, hearing X „ 


ſo much jollity DE ſtairs, rung up * | 


NY 


OF 


Flle de chambre to aſk. e t _ 4 
hearing it was the / Engliſh gentleman's 7 
ſervant who had ſet the whole houſe 
merry with his pipe , ſhe . eee. 5 11 
As the poor fellow could not preſent 5 8 2 


himſelf empty, he had loaded (himſelf in | 
going up fiairs. with a thouſand compli- | 
ments to Madame de L., on the part 
ol his maſter — added a long apocrypha 

of inquiries after Madame de L***'s : 

health — told her, that Monfieur his maſter 

was an deſeſpoir for her re- eſtablithment 


80 VORICK's - 


from the fatigues of ber journey — and, 
to cloſe all, that Monſieur had received 
the letter which Madame had done him 
the honour — And he has done me the 
A honour, faid Madame de L 7, inter- 
rupting La Nene , to ſend a L | billet in 


\ 


return. 5 * 
Madame de Ln had laid this with | 
ſuch atone of reliance upon the fact, that 
La Fleur had not power to diſappoint her 


expectations —he trembled for my honour 


E and poſſibly might not altogether be 
unconcerned for his own , as a mam capable 

of being attached to a maſter. who could 
be wanting en &gards vis. d- vis d une 
femme! fo that when Madame de .. 


afked La Fleur ik he had brought a letter 
O gu oe, ſaid La Fleur: ſo, laying down 


his hat upon the ground, and taking hold 


of 'the flap of his rightefide pockei with 


| his left hand, he began to ſearch for the 
letter with his right—then contrary - wiſe 
Diable then ſought every pocket, - pocket 
by pocket, round, not forgetting bis fob —_ 


Fefe! then La Fleur emptied them upon 


the'flpor — pulled out a dirty cravat —a. 


handkerchief —a comb— a whip-laſh — 


4 25 
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a 'night-cap—then gave/ a peep into his: 
hat — Quelle 'e tourderie | He had left the 


letter upon the table in the Auberge — he 
would run for it, and be back with it in - 
three minutes, 


1 had juſt finiſhed wy ſupper when La 


Fleur came in to give me'an account of 
his adventure: he told the whole ſtory 


limply as it was; and enly added, that 
ik Monſieur had forget, (per hazard) to 


anſwer Madame's leiter, the arrangement 
gave” him an opportunity to recover the 
Faux pas —and if not, that things were 
only as they were, | | 

Now, I was not altogether ſure of my 
Cefiquette, whetber'I ought to have wrote 


or no; but if I had— a devil himſelf could 


not have been angry: twas but the officious 
zeal of a well-meaning creature for my 
honour; and, however he might have 


miſtook the road — or embarraſſed me in 


o doing — his heart was in no fault — 1 
was under no neceſſity to write — and, 
what weighed more than all — he did not 
look as if he had done amils. 


—Tis all very well, La Fleur, ſaid - 


1 — Twas ſufficient, La Fleur flew out 


— * N * 


n 


o 


* 


of the room like lightening, and return d | bs 
with pen, ink and paper, in his hand; 

and coming up to the table, laid them 

_ cloſe before me, with ſuch a delight in his \ 
countenance, that I could not my taking 
up the pen. FER x 

I begun, and begun again; a though 
I had nothing to ſay, and that nothing 
might have been expreſs'd in half a dozen 
lines, I made half a dozen different be- 
ginnings , and could no way pleaſe myſelf. 

In ſhort, I was in no mood to write. 

La Fleur ſtepp'd out and brought a little 
water in a glaſs to dilute my ink — then 
fetched land and ſeal -wax— It was all 
one; I wrote, and blotted, and tore off, 

_ and burnt, and wrote again — Le Diable 
Damen. ! ſaid 1 half to myſelf —I ean- 
not write this ſelf-ſame letter; 3 throwing 
ä pen down delpairingly as L laid it. 

As ſoon as I had caſt down the pen, 
La Fleur advanced with the moſt reſpect- 

ful carriage up to the table, and making 
a a thouſand apologies: for the liberty he | 
was going to take, told me he had a letter 8 
in his pocket, wrote by a drummer in 
his regiment to a corporal's wife, which, 
he durſt ſay, would ſuit the occaſion. 
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I had a YE to Jet the poor fellow. 
hives his humour — Then en 4 Wes: 
let ine ſee it. | | 

La Fleur darts pull'd Nm a little | 

dirty pocket-book cramm'd full of ſmall _ 
letters and billet-doux in a ſad condition, 
and laying it upon the table, and then 

untying the firing which held them all 

together, run them over one by one, till 
be came to the letter in queſtion — La | 
. voila, ſaid he, clapping his hands; ſo | 
unfolding it firſt; he laid it before. me © - 
and retired hes eps from the FIRM whilſt 
I read it. | 


% T% 


3 THE LETTER. | 
„ a 


: $ 


MADAME , | 1 1 5 5 2 


. EK luis penctr6 de 1 1 la © 
vive, et reduit en meme - tems au deſeſpoir 
par ce retour imprevu du Corporal, qui 
rend notre entrevue de ce ſoir la choſe 

du monde la plus impoſſible. | 
= Mais vive la joie! toute ie nende 

: tera de penler a vous. n 5 
L amour n eſt rien [ans e | 


8 | a 2 | 


Et le fontiment eſt encore moins "OF 


Amour. 4 ' | 985 


On dit qu'on ne doit; jamais fo be aste peer. 
On dit auſſi que Monſieur le Corporal 


monte ta W nn. alors ee ſera. 


* 


la nN 


chacun a 7 tour. . 
En attendant — Vive . et vive. 


Te ſuis, MADAME , [oe REY 


avec tous les tentimens les 
plus reſpectueux et les 


plus tendres, tout à vous 
JAQUES ROQUE. 1 


It was bat changing the Corporal into 
the Count — and ſaying nothing about 
mounting. guard on. Wedneſday — and the 


: letter was neither right or wrong — fo, to 


gratify the poor fetlow, who flood trem- 
bling for my honour, his own, and the 
honour of his letter — I took the cream 
gently off it, and whipping it up in my 
own way —I ſeaFd! it'up and ſent bim. 
with it to Madame de L*** —and' the 
next morning we e our journey to. 


Paris, = bs ET =— * * & < „ hs 
: * 


$ 
I 
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A 


PARIS. 


| Wu EN a man can conteſt the peint 
by dint of equipage, and carry all on 
floundering before him with half a dozen 
Lackies and a couple of cooks — tis very 
well in ſuch a place as Paris — he may 
drive in at which end of a fireet he will. 

A poor. prince who is weak in cavalry, 

and whoſe whole infantry does not exceed 
a fingle' man, had beft quit the field, and 
kgnalize. himſelf in the cabinet, if he can 
get up into it —I ſay, up into it — for 
there is no deſcending perpendicular 

amongſt em with a Me voici! mes en- 
Fans“ — here I am — whatever many may 
think. | VE 
I own, my firſt ſenlktions; as ſoon as I 
Was left ſolitary. and alone in my own 
chamber in the hotel, were far from being 
ſo flattering as I had prefigured them, I 

walked up gravely to the window in my 
duſty black coat, and, looking through 
the glaſs, ſaw all the world in yellow, 
blue and green, running at the ring of 
_ Pleaſure, — The old with broken. lances, 


4 r 0 
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and in helmets which had loſt their vi- 
 zards— the young in armour bright which 


ſhone like gold, be-plumed with each gay 


_ feather of the eaſt— all — all tilting at it 
like faſcinated' knights in tournaments of 
-yore for. fame and love. — 


Alas, poor Yorick ! cried 1, what art 


thou doing here? On the very firſt onſet 


of all this glittering clatter, thou art reduced 
to an atom — ſeek — ſeek ſome winding 


alley, with a tourniquet at the end of it, 
| where chariot never rolled or flambeau 
ſhot its rays — there thou may'ſt lolace 


thy ſoul in corfyerſe ſweet with ſome kind 
griſſæt of a eee wise, and get into. 
ſuch coteries ! — 
L May 1 periſh if I 3" laid e 
out a leiter which I had to preſent to Ma- 


dame de R***.—T'll wait upon this lady, 
the very firſt thing I do. So I called La 


Fleur to go ſeek we a barber directly — 


and come back and bruſh my coat. 


05 * : 
* 4 * 
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W HEN the barber came, he abſo- 
lutely refuſed to have any thing to do with 
my wig-+ twas either above or below his 
art: I had nothing to do, but to take one 
ready made of his own recommendation. 

— But I fear, friend! ſaid I, this buckle. 
won't ſtand. — You may immerge it, 
replied he, into the ocean, and it will 
ſtand 8 : 

What a great ſcale is every thing upon 
in this city! thought I—The utmoſt firetch 

of an Engliſh periwigmaker's ideas could 

have gone no farther than to have **dip- 
«ped it into a pail of water.” —What dif- 
ference! tis like time to eternity, 

I confeſs I do hate all cold conceptions, 
as I do the puny ideas which engender | 

them; and am generally ſo ſtruck with the 
great works of nature, that, for my own 


— part, if I could help it, I never would 


make a compariſon leſs than a mountain 
at leaſt, All that can be laid — he 
"FO J. K i 


* 


„„ ron 


French ſublime in this inflance of it, is 


this— that the grandeur is more in the 


word, and % in the thing, No doubt, 


the ocean fills the mind with vaſt ideas; 
but Paris being ſo far inland, it was not 


likely I ſhould run poſt a hundred miles 


out of it, to try the experiment—the. Pa- 
riſian barber meant nothing.— 


. The pail of water ſtanding belide the 


great deep, makes certainly but a ſorry 


figure in ſpeech—but twill be ſaid—it 


bas one advantage—'tis in the next room, 


and the truth of the buckle may be tried 
in it, without. more ado „ in a ſingle mo- 


ment. 
In bonefi truth, and upon a more can- 


id reviſion of the matter, The French | 
expreſſion profe ” 5 725 than it per- 


Forms. 
I think I can ſee th r and diſtin- 


- guiſhing marks of national characters more 


in theſe nonſenſical minutiae, than in 


_ — : 


- themok important matters of ſtate; where 
great men of all nations talk and flalk fo 


much alike, that I would not give nine- 


FR to chooſe amongſt them, 


* I was [co long in getting from under my 
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barber's hands, that it was too late to 


_ 4nink of going with my letter to Madame 


R*** that night: but when a man is once 


dreſſed at all points for going out, his re- 


flections turn to little account; ſo taking 


down the name of the H6tel de Modene, | 


-where I lodged , I walked forth without 
any determination where to go— I [hall 
conlider of that, ſaid I, as I walk along. 


THE PULSE. 
PARIS 


H; AIL, ye (mall [ſweet courtelies of life, 
for {mooth do ye make the road of it! 


like grace and beauty which beget incli- 

nations to love at firſt ſight; tis ye who 

open this door and let the ſtranger in. 
Pray, Madame, laid I, have the good- 


-.neſs to tell me which way I muſt turn to | 


go to the Opera comiqus: Moſt willing- 
1 Monſieur, ſaid Che, laying 2 . 
work —- 
| TI had given a caſt with my eye into 
half a dozen [hops as I came along, in 
ſearch of a face not likely to be diſorder- 
K 2 


} 


ed by ſuch an interruption; till at laſt, 
this hitting my fancy, I had walked in. 
She was working a pair of ruffles as 
ſhe ſat in a low chair, on the far fide of | 
the ſhop „ facing the door | 
| — Tres-volontiers ; moſt willingly F Cai 
| ſhe, laying her work down upon a chair 
next her, and riſing up from the low chair 
ſhe was fitting in, with lo cheerful a move- 
ment and ſo cheerful a look, that, had 
1 been laying. out fifty louis d'ors with 
her, I ſhould have ſaid—“ This woman 5 
«is grateſul. l ; 
You muſt turn, Wende, ſaid ſhe, going 
with me to the door of the ſhop, and 
pointing the way down the ſtreet I was 
to take—you muſt turn firſt to your left 
hand—mats prenes garde—there are two 


turns; and be ſo good as to take the ſe- 


cond—then go down a little way, and 
you'll ſee a church; and when you are 
paſt it, give yourſelf the trouble to turn 
directly to the right, and that will lead 
you to the foot of the Pont Neuf, which 


vou muſt croſs—and there, any one will 


do himſelf the pleaſure to ſhew you— 
She repeated her inſtructions three times 


Ws 
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over to me, . the Gime ä 
patience the third time as the firſt; —and, 
if tones and manners have a meaning, 
which certainly they have, unleſs to hearts 
which ſhut them out—ſhe ſeemed really 
. intereſted, that I ſhould not loſe myſelf» 
I Will not ſuppoſe it was the woman's 
beauty, notwithſtanding ſhe was the hand- 
ſomeſt griſlet, I think, I ever ſaw , which 
had much to do with the ſenſe I had of 
| her courteſy; only I remember, when I. 
told her how much I was obliged to her, 
' that 1 looked very full in her eyes, — and 
that I repeated my thanks as often as ſhe _ 
had done her inſtructions, _ 
I had not got ten paces from the PAR 
before I found I had forgot every tittle of 
what ſhe had ſaid—ſo looking back, and 
ſeeing her ftill landing in the door of the 
ſhop, as if to look whether I went right or 
not- returned back, to alk her whether 
tte firſt turn was to wy right or left—for - 
that I had abſolutely forgot, —Is it pol- 
ſible! ſaid ſhe, half laughing, —'Tis very 
pollible, replied I, when a man is think- 
ing more of a woman, than of her good 
| aries... 


þ | * 8 
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LEP? As this was the real truth he took it, 7 


as every woman takes a matter of right, 
with a ſlight courteſy. | 


ASAttendes, (aid ſhe, laying m. hand 


upon my arm to detain me, whilſt ſhe 


called a lad out of the back-ſhop to get 


ready a parcel of/gloves. I am juſt going 


to ſend him, ſaid ſhe, with a packet into 
that quarter, and if you will have the 


complaiſance to ſtep in, it will be ready | 
in a moment, and he ſhall attend you to 


the place. — So I walk'd in with her to 


the far fide of the ſhop, and taking up the 
ruffle in my hand which ſhe laid upon the 


chair, as if I had a mind to fit , Che ſat 
down herſelf in her low chair, and I in- 
Rantly ſat myſelf down beſide her. 

le will be ready, Monkeur; laid ſhe, 


in a moment — And in that moment, re- : 
_ plied I, moſt willingly would I ſay ſome- 
thing very civil to you for all theſe cour- 


tefies, Any one may do a caſual act of 
good-natute „ but a continuation of them 
ſhews it is a part of the temperature; and 
certainly, added I, if it is the ſame blood 


which comes from the heart, which del-. 
cends to the extremes (touching her wriſt), 


/ 


* 
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I am ſure you muſi have one of the beſt 


pulſes of any woman in the world—Feel 


it, ſaid ſhe, holding out ber arm. So lay- 
ing down my hat, I took hold of her fin- 
gers in one hand, and applied the Wwe 


fore-fingers of my other to the artery— 
Would to Heaven! my dear Euge- 
nius, thou hadſt paſſed by, and beheld 
me fitting in my black coat, and in my 
lack-a-day- ical manner, counting the 
throbs of it, one by one, with as much 
true devotion as if I had been watching 
the critical ebb or flow of her fever—How 
wouldſt thou have laugh'd and moralized 


upon my new profeſſion! — and thou 


Thouldſt have laugh'd and moralized on— 
Truſt me: my dear Eugenius, I ſhould 
have ſaid, there are worſe een 


«in this world thar feeling a woman's 


| *pulſe.” —But a Grillet's! - thou would 
have ſaid—and in an open hop! Yorick— 
o much the better: for when my 
views are direct, Eugenius, I care not if 
all the world ſaw me feel it. 


JEE ⁵]²]ůàrů J ĩ˙7é0˙7 NA 
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THE HUSBAND 
| PARIS. 


I tes . ende oilifationt; . 


| was. going on faſt towards the © fortieth, 
when her, huſband coming unexpectedly 
from a back parlour into the [hop, put 


me a litile out in my reckoning.—'Twas 
nobody but- her huſband, ſhe ſaid—ſo I 


began a freſh ſcore--Monkeur is ſo good, 
quoth ſhe as be pals'd by us, as to give 
| himſelf the trouble of feeling my pulſe— 


The huſband took off his bat, and making 


me a bow, ſaid, I did him too much ho- 


* 


nour—and, having ſaid that, he my on 


his hat and walk'd out, 


Good God ! ſaid I to . .AS a went 
out—and can this man be the alben 9 
this woman? 


Loet it not torment the 8 abs 8 


What muſt have been the grounds of this 
exclamation, if I lain, it to thoſe, who ; 


do not. 


In London, a ſhopkeeper i e ; 


. N s wife ſeem to be-« one bone and one 
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fleſh: in the ſeveral endowments of mind 


and body, ſometimes the one, ſometimes 
the other has it, lo as in general to be 
upon a par, and to tally with each other 
as nearly as a man and wife need to do. 


In Paris, there are ſcarce two ordres of 


© beings more different: for the legiflative 


and executive powers of the ſhop not reſt- 


ing in the huſband, he ſeldom comes there 
Din ſome dark and diſmal room behind, 
he fits commerceleſs in his thrum night- 


cap, the ſame rough ſon of Nature that 
Nature left him. 


The genius of a . where 3 a 


but the monarchy is ſalique, having ceded 
this department, with ſundry others, to- 
_ tally to the women—by a continual hig- 


gling with cuſtomers of all ranks and fizes * 


from morning to night, Iike ſo many rough 


pebbles ſhook long together in a bag, by 


_ amicable collifions they have worn down 
© theiraſperities and ſbarp angles, and not 


only become round and ſmooth, but will 


receive, ſome of them, a poliſh like a 
brilliant Monſieur Ie Mari is little better 
- than the ſtone under your foo 
—Surely—ſurely, man! it is not good 
FE „ 


4 
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for thee to fit alone — thou waft made for 
| focial intercourſe and gentle greetings, and 
this improvement of our natures. from it, 
= 1 appeal to, as my evidence. 
| —And how doesit beat, Monſieur ? ſaid 
the. With all the benignity , ſaid I, look- 
ing quietly in her eyes, that I expected— 
She was going to. ſay ſomething civil in- 
_  return—but the lad came into the ſhop. 
with the gloves—4 propos, laid I, ren! 
a couple of pairs mala... 


1 GL 0FES. 


N PARIS. Sag " 


Tar E beautiful Griſlet role up > when I 
ſaid this, and going behind the counter, 
reach'd down a parcel, and untied it: 1 
advanced to the nde over againſt her; they 

were all too large. The. beautiful Griſſet 

0 meaſured them one by. one acrols my hand 

would not alter the dimenfions—She 
begg'd I would try a Gngle | pair, which- 
ſeemed to be the leafi—She held it open 
—F hand flipp'd into it. at once—It will | 
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not do; ſaid I, ſhaking my head alittle — 
No, ſaid ſhe, doing the ſame thing. 
There are certain combined looks of 
fimple ſubtlety — where whim , and ſenſe, 
and ſeriouſneſs, and nonſenſe „ are fo 
blended, that all the languages of Babel ſet 
looſe together, could not expreſs them — | 
they are communicated and caught ſo in- 
ſtantaneouſly, that you can ſcarce ſay. 
which party is the infecter. I leave it to 
your men of words to [well pages about 
it—it is enough in the preſent to [ay again, 
the gloves would not do; lo g folding our 


hands within our arms, we both loll'd 


upon the counter— it was narrow, and 
there was juſt room for the Parcel f to lay 
between us. fs Fs 
The beautiful Grilfet look'd ſowetimes 
at the gloves, then fide-ways to the win- 
dow, then at the gloves—and then at me. 
I was not diſpoled to break Glence —I 
follow'd ber example; ſo I look'd at the 


. gloves, then to the window, then at the 


_ gloves, and then at her— and ſo on 2 0 
| nately. - 


1 found I loft 3 in every at- 
ö tack—ſhe had 1 vinck eye, and ſhot 
L 2 
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throught two ſuch long and filken eye- 
Jaſhes with fuch penetration, that ſhe 
Jook'd into my very heart and reins — It 


| may feem ſtrange, but” I could . 


feel ſhe did - 

It is no matter, ſaid 1, taking up a 
ca of the pairs next me, and PRs 
ney into my pocket. 

1 was ſenſible the beantifulGriſfet bad not 
aſk'd above a fingle livre above the price 


— [I wiſh'd fhe had aſk'd a livre more, 
and was puzzling my brains how to bring 
the matter about — Do yon think, my dear | 
Sir, ſaid ſhe, miſtaking my embarallment, 

| that 1 could alk a ſous too much of a 

\ Granger whole politeneſs, more than his 


want of gloves, has done me the honour 


io lay himſelf at my mercy ?—AMenceroyez- 
vos capable ?— Faith! not I, faid 1; and 


i you were, you are welcome— So count- 
ing the money into her hand, and with a 


lower bow than one generally makes to a 


ſhopkeeper's wife, I went out, and her 
12d with his parcel followed x _m__ 
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. RE Was W in the he I 
was let into, but a kindly old French. of- 
ficer. I love the character, not only be- 
cauſe. I honour the man whoſe manners, 
are ſoftened by a profeſſion which makes. 


bad men worſe; but that I once knew. 


one — for he is no more—and why ſhould, 
I not reſcue one page from violation, by 
writing his name in it, and telling the 
world it was Captain Tobias Shandy , the 


-, deareſt of my: flock and friends, whoſe 


philanthropy I never think of at this long 


diftance from his death—but my eyes guſh. 
out with tears. For his ſake, I have Aa 


predilectiorf for the whole corps of vete- 


rans; and ſo I firode over the two back 
rows of benches, and placed myſelf be- 


fide him, 


The old officer was reading attentively | 


a {mall pamphlet, it might be the book of 


the opera, with a large pair of ſpectacles. 
As ſoon as I (at down, he took his ſpec- 


F 
bi 
| 
| 
p 
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tacles of, and putting them into a ſha- 
green caſe, return'd them and the book into 
his pocket together, I half roſe up, and 
müde him a bow, 

_ Tranſlate this into any civilized lan- 


guage in the world — the ſenſe is this: 


„Here's a poor ſtranger come into the 


Abox — he ſeems as if he knew nobody ; 


*and is never likely, was he to be ſeven 
«years in Faris), if every man he comes 


near keeps his Fpectacles upon his noſe | | 


«_—tis ſhutting the door of converſation 


_ «abſolutely in his face —and —_ him 


*wotſe than a German,” 
The French officer might as well have 

faid it all aloud; and if he had , I ſhould, 

in courſe have put the bow I made him 


into French too, and told him, I was 
. *i[ſenfible of his attention, and return'd 


—_— 


«him a thouſand thanks for it,” 

There is not a ſecret ſo aiding to the 
progrels of ſociality, as to get maſter of 
this Short. hand, and to be quickin render- 
ing the ſeveral turns' of looks and limbs, 


with all their inflections and delineations, 


into plain words, For my own part, by 


long habitude, 1 do it o mechanically, 8 
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chat WEM I walk the an of London, 
1 go tranſlating all the way; and have 
more than once-fidod behind in the circle, 
where not three words have been ſaid, 
and have brought off twenty different dia- 
logues with me, which I could have fairly 
wrote down and ſworn to, | 

I was going one evening to Martini's © 
concert at Milan, and was juſt entering 
the door of the hall, when the Marquiſina 
di F*** was coming out in a fort of a 
 Hurry—ſhe was almoſt upon me before I 


ſaw-her; ſo I gave a ſpring to one fide, 


to let her paſs—She had done the ſame, 
and on the ſame fide tos; ſo we ran our 
heads together: ſhe inſtantly got to the 
other fide, to get out; I was juſt as unfor- 
tunate as ſhe had been; for I had ſprung 
to that ſide,” and oppoſed her paſſage again 
— We both flew together to the other fide, 
and then back—and fo on: it was ridieu- 


lous ; we both - bluſh'd: intolerably; fo T 


did, at laſt, the thing I ſhould have done 
at firſt— I ſtood ſtock ſtill, and the Mar- 
quiſina had no more difficulty. I had ne 
power to go into the room, till Lhad made 
her ſo much reparation as to wait ant fol - 
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low her with my eye to the end of the 
paſſage—She look'd back twice, and 
walk'd along it rather fide-ways, as if ſhe 
would make room for any one coming up 
| Rairs to paſs her; — No, ſaid I—thbat's a 
vile tranſlation : the Marquifina has a right 
to the beſt apology I can make her; and 


that opening is leſt for me to-do it in—-ſo 


I ran and begg'd pardon for the embar- 
raſſment I had given her, ſaying it was 
my intention to have made her way. She 
. anſwered, The was guided by the ſame. 
intention towards me—ſo we reciprocally 
thank'd each other. She was at the top of 
the. ftairs; and ſeeing no chickeſbee near 
her, I begg'd to hand her to her coach— 
lo we went down the flairs, ſtopping at 
every third ſtep to talk of the concert and 
the ad venture Upon my word, Madam, 
ſaid I, when I had handed her in, I. 
made ſix different efforts to let you get out 
. —And I made fix effotts, replied ſhe, to 
let yowenter—Lwiſh to Heaven you would 
make -a ſeventh, [aid I— With all my 
heart, ſaid ſhe, making room—Life is too 
ſhort to be long about the forms of it—lo 
lmtly ſtepp'd in, and ſhe carried me 
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home with her—And what became of the 
concert, St. Celilia, who, I ſuppoſe, was 
gat it, knows more than I. | 
I will only add, that the connexion 
which aroſe out of that tranſlation , gave 
me more pleaſure than any one I had the 
RUPEE to * in ert | 


THE DWARE. 


PARIS. 


ant > brug Se 


«7 HAD never heard the DE made 
by any one in my life, except by one; 
and who that was, will probably come out 
in this chapter; ſo that being pretty much 
unprepolleſſed, there muſt. have been 
grounds for what ſtruek me the moment I 
call my eyes over the parterre—and that 
was, the unaccountable ſport of Nature, 
in forming ſuch numbers of dwarfs No 
doubt, ſhe ſports at certain times in almoſt 
every corner of the world; but in Paris, 
there is no end to her amuſements—The 
goddels ſeems almoſi as werds as ſhe is 
„ „ 
5 A I earried my idea, out of hu opera 


: 


14 Fenien 
comique with me, I meaſured every body 
I faw + walking in the ſtreets by it—Me- 
lancholy application ! eſpecially where the 


fle Was extremely little the face extreme- 


* 


Iy dark —the eyes quick —the noſe long 1 


the teeth white —the jaw prominent 
to ſee ſo many miſerables, by force of ac- 


_ cidents, driven out of their own proper 


claſs into the very verge of another, which 
it gives me pain to write down—every 
third 'man a pigmy! — ſome by rickety 


heads and hump-backs-others by bandy 


legs—a third Fet arreſted by the hand of 
Nature in the Gxth and ſeventh years of 


their growth a fourth, in their Perfect 
and natural fate, like dwarf apple- trees, 
from the firſt rudiments and ſtamina of 


their exiſtence, never meant to ow 
"On. 2 © N e PANS SI $4 thats hides te; 


A medical traveller . ſay, tis owing 
to undue bandages— ſplenetie one, to 


Want of air-and an inquiſitive traveller, 


to fortify the ſyftem , may meaſure 'the 
height of their houſes—the'narrownels of 
their fireets, and in how few feet ſquare 

in the fixth and ſeventh flories ſuch num- 


| bers of the Bourgeoific eat and ſleep to- 
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gether; but I remember, Mr, Shandy the 
elder, who accounted for nothing like any 
body elſe, in” ſpeaking one evening of 
theſe matters, averred, that children, like 
other animals, might be increaſed almoſt 
to any kize, provided they came right into 
- the world; but the miſery wes, the citi- 
rens of Paris were ſo coop'd up, that they 
had not actually room enough to get them 
— I do not call it getting any thing, ſaid 
he — tis getting nothing Nay, continued 
he, rifing in his argument, tis getting 
worſe than nothing, when all you have 
got „after twenty, or ſive-and- twenty years 
of the tenqereſt care and moſt nutritious 


aliment beſtowed upon it, ſhall not at laſt 


be as high as my leg, Now, Mr. Shandy 
being very ſhort, there could be Ly 
more ſaid upon it. Ter 
Ass this is not a work of contains „1 
leave the ſolution as I found it, and con- 
tent myſelf with the truth only of the re- 
mark, which is verified in every lane and 
by-lane of Paris. I was walking down that | 
which leads from the Carouſal: to the Pa- 
fais Royal, and obſerving a little boy in 

ſome diſtreſs at the fide of the gutter, which 
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ran down the middle of it, I took hold 
of his hand, and help'd him over. Upon 
turning up his face to look at him after, 
I perceived he was about forty — Neger 
mind, faid I; ſome good body will do as 
much for me, when I am ninety. f 
I feel ſome little principles within me, 
which incline me to be merciful towards | 
| this poor blighted part of my ſpecies, who 
have neither ſize nor ſtrength to get on in 
the world. — 1 cannot bear to ſee one of 
them trod upon; and had ſcarce got ſeated 
beſide my old French officer, ere the diſ- 
guſt was exerciſed , by ſeeing: the very 
og happen under the box we ſat in. 
At the end of the orcheftra, and betwixt 
that and the firſt Rde-box, thereis a ſmall 
eſplanade left, where, when' the houſe is 
full, numbers of all ranks take ſanctuary, 
Though you ſtand, as in the parterre, you 
pay the ſame . as in the orcheſtra. A 
poor defencelels being of this order had got 
thruſt ſome how or other into this luckleſs 
place, — the night was hot, and he was 


ſurrounded by beings two feet and a half 


_ higher than himſelf, The dwarf ſuffered 
inexpreſſibly on all fides; but the thing 
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which incommoded him moſt, was a tall 
corpulent German, near ſeven feet high, 
who ſtood directly betwixt him and all 
pollibility of his ſeeing either the ſtage or 
the actors, The poor dwarf did all he could 
to get a peep at what was going forwards, 
by ſeeking for ſome little opening betwixt 
the German's arm and his body, trying 
firſt one fide, then the other; but the Ger- 
man flood ſquare in the moſt unaccom- 
modating poſture that can be imagined — 
the dwarf might as well have been placed 
at the bottom of the deepeſt draw-well in 
Paris; fo he civilly reach'd up his hand 
to the German's fleeve, and told him his 
difireſs, — The German turn'd his head 
back, look'd down upon him as Goliah 
did upon David — and Gy reſumed 


his poſture, 


I was juſt then taking a pinch of fnuff 
out of my monk's little hornbox — And 
how would thy meek and courteous fpi- 
rit, my dear monk! fo temper'd to bear 
and forbear! — how [weetly would it have 
lent an ear to 158 poor fouł s com- 
Plaint! 


The old French officer, ſeeing. me lik 


| 
| 
| | 
| 
f 


C 


\ 


up my eyes with an emotion, as I made 
the apoſtrophe, took the liberty to aſk me 
what was the matter — [ told: him the ſto- 
ry in three words, and added, how inhu- 
man it was, ; 
By this time the Sunart. was > RAE 


extremes, and in his firſt tranſports , which 


are generally unrealonable, had told the 


German he would cut off his long queue 
with his knife, — The German look'd back 


coolly , and told him he was  welcame, if . 
he could reach it, | 

An injury, ſharpened by an inſult , be ; 
it to whom it will , makes every man of 


| ſentiment a party: I could have leaped 

out of the box, to have redreſſed it — 
The old French officer did it with much 
- leſs confuſion; for leaning a little over, 


and nodding to a centinel, and pointing 


at the ſame time with his finger at the 


diſtreſs — the centinel made his way up 
to it, — There was no eccalion to tell the 
grievance — the thing told itſelf ; ſo thruſt- 
ing back the German! inftantly with his 
muſket — he took the poor dwarf by the 
band, and placed him before hi — This 


is noble! ſaid I, clapping my hands te- 5 
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gether — And yet you would not permit 
this, ſaid the old officer, in England. | 

—lIn England, dear Sir, 4 I, we fe | 

all at our eaſe. 

The old French Ak would have ſet 
me at unity with myſelf, in caſe I had 
been at variance, — by ſaying it was a 

bon mot — and as a bon mot is always 
worth ſomething at Paris, „ he offered r me 
a pinch of ſnuff, 


THE ROSE. 
PARIS. 


"14 was now my turn to aſk the old 
French officer, „what was the matter P? 
for a cry of **Hauſſez les mains, Mon- 

: eur P Abbe,” re- echoed from a dozen 
different parts of the parterre, was as un- 
intelligible to me, as my apoſtrophe to the 
monk had been to him. | | 

He told me, it was ſome poor Abbs | 
in one of the upper loges, who he ſup- - 
poled had got planted perdu behind a 
couple of griſſets, in order to ſee the opera, 
and that the parterre elpying him, were 
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infiting upon his holding up both his hands 
during the repreſentation, — And can it be 
_ fuppoſed, laid I, that an ecclefiaſtic would 
pick the Griſlet's pockets? The old French 
officer fmiled, and whiſpering in my ear, 
opened a door of R Which k had 
no idea of— I! 
- Good God! ſaid I, benni TE with 

aftoniſhment—is it poſfible, that a people 

ſo [mit with ſentiment, ſhould at the | 
'- ſame time be fo unclean, and ſo unlike 
tmhemſelves— Ouelle groſſierete! added I. 
. The French officer. told me; it was an 
illiberal ſarcaſm at the church, which had 
begun in the theatre about the time the 
Tartuffe was given in it, by Moliere— 
but, like other remains ef Gothic man- 
ners, was declining—Every nation , con- 
tinued he, have their refinements and 
g72fſieretes, in which they take the lead, 
and loſe it of one another by turns—that | 
he had been in moft countries, but never 
in one where he found not ſome delica- 
ies, which others ſeemed to want. Le 
POUR, ef le conTRE e trouvent en chaque 
nation: there is a balance, ſaid he, of 
> good and bad every where; and nothing 
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but the knowing it is ſo, can emaneipate 
one half of the world from the prepoſſeſ- 
fon which it holds againſt the other that 
the advantage ok travel, as it regarded 
the ſavoir vivre, was by ſeeing a great 
deal both of men and manners; it taught 
us mutual toleration; and mutual tolera- 
tion, concluded he, making me a bow, 
taught us mutual love, 

The old French officer delivered this 
with an air of ſuch candour and good [enſe, 
as coincided with my firſt fa vourable im- 
prelſi ions of his character — I thought TI 
loved the man; but I fear I miſtook the 
object twas my own way of thinking 
the difference was, I could not have ex- 


47 preſſed it half ſo well. 


It is alike troubleſome to both the dr 
and his beaſt — if the latter goes pricking 
up his ears, und farting all the way at 
every object which he never ſaw before— 
I have as little torment of this kind, as 
any creature alive; and yet I hbnefily 
confeſs, that many a thing gave me pain, 

and that I bluſh'd at many a word the 

Frſt month — which I found inconſequent 
5 and perfectly innocent the ſecond. 4 

. 50 8 M | 
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Madame de Rambouillet , after an ac- 
| quaintance of about fix weeks with her, 
4 had done me the honour to take me in 1 
= her coach about two leagues out of town— & 
Of all women, Madame de Rambouillet 
E is the moſt correct; and I never wiſh to | 
ſee one of more virtues and purity of heart— _ 1 
Es In our return back „Madame de Rambouil - | 
| 1 let defired me to pull the cord —I aſked 
her if the wanted any thing — Rien que 
| 7 pour piſſer, [aid Madame de Rambouillet, 
| _ Grieve not, gentle trayeller, to let Ma- 
| | dame de Rambouillet p—l[s on—And, ye 
= fair myſtic nymphs! go each one pluck 
| | ____ your roſe, and [catter them in your path— - 
| for Madame de Rambouillet. did no more— 
1 I handed Madame de Rambouillet out of 
1 | the coach; and had I been the prieſt of 
1 tze chaſte CasrTALIA, I could not have 
| ſerved at her. fountain Wen a more re- 
ſpectful decorum. | 


4 


Ke 


End of the firſt Volume. 
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W. HAT the old French officer had 
3 upon travelling, bringing Polo- 


nius's advice to his ſon upon the fame 


ſubject into my head— and that bringing 
in Hamlet, and Hamlet the reſt of Shake; 
ſpear's works, I ſtopp'd at the Quai de 


Conti in my return SO to Py the 
whole let. 


The bookſeller ſaid: he: had not a ſet 
in the world — Comment! ſaid I; taking 
one up out of a ſet which lay upon the 


3 


—́kd3ʒs TANICK's 
counter betwixt us — He ſaid, they were 
ſent him only to be got bound, and were 
to be ſent back to Verſailles in the morn- 
ing to the Count de Bex. 15 
—And does the Count de B ves, [aid | 
I, readShakeſpear? C'eft un Ffprit fort, 
| replied the bookſeller. —He loves Engliſh 
books; and, what is more to his honour , 
_. Monſieur, he loves the Engliſh too. You 
lpeak this ſo civilly, ſaid I, that it is 
enough to oblige an Engliſhman to lay 
out a louis d'or or two at your ſhop — 


— The- bookſeller made a bow, and was 


going to ſay ſomething, when a young 

decent girl of about twenty, who by her 

air and dreſs ſeemed to be fille de chambre 
to ſome devout woman of faſhion,. came 
into the ſhop and aſked for les Egaremens 
du Coeur et de Eſprit: the bookſeller 
gave her the book directly; ſhe pulled out 


1 a little green ſattin purſe, run round with 


a ribband of the lame colour, and put- 
ting her finger and thumb into it, he took 
out the money and paid for it. As I had 
nothing more to ſtay me in the ſhop, we 
both walk'd out of the door together. 

. —And what have you to do, my dear, 


* 


* 
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faid IL, with the Wanderings of the Heart , 

who ſcarce know yet you have one? nor, 
till love has firft told you it, or ſome 
faithleſs ſhepherd has made it ache, canſt 
thou ever be ſure it is ſo. — Le Dieu mien 
garde ſaid the girl. — With reaſon, ſaid 


1 for if it is a good one, tis pity, it 


| ſhould be ſtolen; it is a little treaſure 
to thee, and gives a better air to your 
face, than if it was dreſſed out with 
pearls. | 
The young girl liened with a ſubmil- 
Gre. attention, holding her ſattin purſe by 


its ribband in her hand all the time. 


It is a very ſmall one, ſaid I, taking 
| hold of the bottom of it — ſhe held it 
towards me — and there is very little in 
it, my dear, [aid I ; but be but as good 
as thou art handſome, and Heaven will 
fill it: I had a parcel of crowns in my 
hand to pay for Shakeſpear and as ſhe. 
bad let go. the purſe entirely, I put a 
| _  kingle one in; and, tying up the ribband 
in a bow-knot, returned it to her. | 
The yuung girl made me more an humble 
„ than a low one — it was one of 
thoſe quiet, thankful finkings, where the 


— 


. ronfck- 


* fpirit bows. itſelf down — the bear does 
no more than tell it. I never gave a girl 
a crown in my life which gave me half 
the pleaſure, ; 

My advice, my dear, would not hoes 
been worth a pin to you, ſaid Ss if I had 


not given this along with it: but now, "I 


when you ſee the crown, you'll remember 
it— ſo do not, my dear „ 1 it out in 
ribbands. 

Upon my word, Sir, faid the Mt, 
earnefily, I am incapable — in ſaying 
which, as is uſual in little Largains of 
honour , ſhe gave me her hand — Fn 
verite, Monteur, je ura oer * 
apart, [aid he. | 

When a virtuous enden is made 

| betwixt man and woman , it ſanctifies 
their moſt private walks: ſo, notwith- 
_ landing it was duſky, yet as both our 
roads lay the ſame way, we made no 
feruple of walking ns the Quai de 
Conti together. 4 | 

She made me a ſecond courtely in 7 0p | 

ting off, and before we'got twenty yards 


ey from the door, as if The had not done 


enough before, ſhe made a ſort of a little 
Hop, to tell me again — ſhe thanked me. 
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It was a [mall tribute , I told her, whicle 
I could not avoid paying to virtue, and 
would not be miflaken in the perſon I 
had been rendering it to for the world — 
but I ſee innocence , my dear, in your 
face — and foul befal the man who. ever 
lays a ſnare in its way! 

The girl ſeemed affected ſome way or 
other with what I ſaid — ſhe gave a low 
figh — I found-I was not empowered to 
inquire at all after it — ſo ſaid nothing 
more till I got te the corner of the Rue 
de Nevers, where we were to part, 

— But is this the way, my dear, ſaid 
1, to the Hotel de Modene? ſhe told me 
it was — or, that I might go by the Rue 
de Guineygaude , which was the next 
turn, — Then | will g0 „ my dear, by the 
Rue de Guineygaude , laid I, for two 
reaſons ; firſt 1 ſhall pleaſe myſelf, and 
next 1 ſhall give you the protection of my 
company as far on your way as I can. 
The girl was ſenſible I was civil and 
laid, ſhe wilhed the Hotel de Modene 
Was in the Rue de St. Pierre — You live 
there? laid 1 — She told me ſhe was fille 
de chambre to Madame R*** — Good 

Vol. FE. TR N 
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| God! laid I, it is the very lady for whom 
I have brought a letter from Amiens — 
The girl told me that Madame R***, 
ſhe believed, expected a firanger with a 
letter, and was impatient to ſee him — 
fo I defired the girl to preſent my com- 
pliments to Madame R***, and lay 1 
would 1 wait * her in the 
morning. 
We flood kill at the corner of the Hi 
4 Nevers whilſt this paſſed — We then 
ſtopped a moment, whilſt ſhe diſpoſed of 


her Egaremens du Coeur, «tc. more com- 


modiouſly than carrying them in her hand ' 
— they were two volumes; ſo 1 held the 


ſecond for her, whilft ſhe put the firſt 
into her. pocket; and then ſhe held her 
pocket, and I put in the other after it. 
I is ſweet to feel by what fine ſpun 
threads our affections are drawn together, 
Me let off afreſh, and as [he took her 
third ſtep, the girl put her hand within 
my arm — TI was juſt bidding her — but 
ſhe did it of herſelf, with that undelibe- 
rating fimplicity , which [hewed it was out 
of her head that ſhe had never ſeen me 
before, For my own part, 1 felt the con- 
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viction of conſanguinity ſo firongly , that 
I could not help turning half round to 
look in her face, and ſee if I could trace 
out any thing in it of a family likeneſs... 
Tut! faid I, are we not all relations? 

When we arrived at-the turning up of 
the Rue de Guineygaude, I ſtopped to bid 
her adieu for good and all: the girl would 
thank me again for my company and kind- 
neſs — She bid me adieu twice — Lrepeat- 
ed it as often; and ſo cordial was the 
parting between us, that, had it happened 
any where elſe, Iam not ſure hut I ſhould 
have figned it with a kiſs of charity, as 
warm and holy as an apoſtle. | 

But in Paris, as none kiſs each other 
but the men — I did, what amounted to 
the ſame thing — _ 

— I bid God bleſs ker, 


THE PASSPORT. 
e 
W HEN I got home to my hotel, La 
Fleur told me I had been inquired after 


by the Lieutenant de Police — The deuce 
N 2 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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take it! ſaid 1— I know the reaſon, It is 


time the reader ſhould know it; for, in 
the order of things in. which it happened, 
it was omitted; not that it was out of my 
head; but that, had I told it then, it 


might have been forgot now — and now 


is the time I want it. 


1 had left London with ſo much preci- 
pitation, that it never entered into my 
mind that we were at war with France ; and 
had reached Dover, and looked through. 
my glaſs at the hills beyond Boulogne , 
before the idea preſented itſelf; and with. 
this in its train, that there was no.getting. 


there without a paſſport. Go but to the 
end of a ſtreet, I have a mortal averſion. 
for returning back no wiſer than 1-ſet 
out; and as this was one of the greateſt 


efforts. I had ever made for knowledge 


I could leſs bear the thoughts of it; ſo 
bearing the Count de*** had hired. the 
packet, 1 begged he would take me in 
his ſuite, The Count had ſome little 
knowledge of me, ſo made little or no 
difficulty — only faid, his inclination to. 


ſerve me could reach no farther than Ca- 
Lais, as he was to return by way of Brul-. 
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fels to Paris; however, when I had once 
paſſed there, I might get to Paris without 
interruption; but that in Paris, I muſt 
make friends, and ſhift for myſelf, — Let 
me get to Paris, Monfieur le Comte, faid 
I- and I ſhall do very well. So I em- 
barked, and never thought more of the 
matter. | OR | 

When La Fleur told me the Lieutenant 
de Police had been inquiring after me— 
the thing inftantly recurred — and by the 
time La Fleur had well told me, the maſter 
of the hotel came into my room to tell 
me the ſame thing, with this addition to 
it, that my paſſport had been particularly 
alked after: the maſter of the hotel con- 
cluded with ſaying, He hoped I had 
- one, — Not I, faith! ſaid I. 
The maſter of- the hotel retired hoon 
ſteps from me, as from an infected perſon, 
as I declared this — and poor La Fleur 
advanced three ſteps towards me, and 
with that ſort of movement which a good 
ſoul makes to ſuccour a diſtreſſed one - 
the fellow won my heart by it; and from 
that Gingle trait, I knew his character as 
p=rfectly , and could rely upon it as firmly, 


* R 
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as if he had ſerved me with fidelity for 
ſeven years, 
Monſeigneur ! cried the maſter of the 
hotel — but recollecting himſelf as he made 
| | the exclamation, he inſtantly changed the_ 
tone of it — If Monſieur, ſaid he, has not 
a pallport (apparemment) in all likelihood 
| he has friends in Paris who can procure | 
1 him one — Not that I know of, quoth I, 
with an air of indifference... Then, certes , 
replied he, you will be ſent to the Baſtile, 
or the Chatelet, au mains. Poo! ſaid I, 
the King of France is a good-natured ſoul— 
he will hurt no body.—Cela r'empeche pas, 
ſaid he — you will certainly be ſent to the 
Baſtile to-morrow morning. — But I have 
taken your lodgings fora month , anſwered 
I, and I will not quit them a day before 
the time, for all the Kings of France in 
the world, — La Fleur whiſpered in my 
ear, That nobody. could oppole the King 
of France, Fg 
Hardi ſaid my hoſt, res Meſſteurs An- 
nh ſont des gens tres-extraordinaires — 
and having both ſaid and ſworn it — he 
went out, | 


|| 
[| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
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THE PASSPORT, 


THE HOTEL AT PARIS. 


I CovuLD not find in my heart to torture 
La Fleur's with a ſerious look upon the 
ſubject of my embarraſſment, which was 
the reaſon I had treated it ſo cavalierly : 
and to ſhew him how light it lay upon 
my mind, I dropt the ſubject entirely ; and 
whilſt he waited upon me at ſupper, 
talked to him with more than uſual gaiety 
about Paris, and of the opera comique. — 
La Fleur had been there himſelf, and 
had followed me through the ſtreets as 
far as the bookſeller's ſhop ; but ſeeing 
me come out with the young fille de 
chambre, and that we walked down the 
Quai de Conti together, La Fleur deemed 
it unneceſſary to follow me a ſtep farther 
—ſo making his own reflections upon it, 
he took a ſhorter cut — and got to the 
hotel in time to be informed of the affaic 
of the Police againſt my arrival, 

As ſoon as the honeſt creature had 
taken away, and gone down to [up him- 
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lelf, I then 1 to think alittle ſerioufly 
about my ſituation, — 

— And here, I know, as , thou 
wilt ſmile at the remembrance of a ſhort 
dialogue which paſled betwixt us the 
moment I was going to [et out —1 muſt 
tell it here. 
 Eugenius, knowing that I was as little 
ſubject to be overburdened with money 
as thought, had drawn me alide, t 
| interrogate me how much I had taken 
care for; upon telling him the exact ſum, 
Eugenius ſhook his head , and ſaid it 
would not do; ſo pulled out his purſe, in 
order to empty it into mine, — I have 
enough, in conſcience , Eugenius , ſaid I. — 
Indeed, Lorick, you have not, replied 
Eugenius —I know France and Italy better 
| than you, — But you do not conſider, Eu- 
genius, ſaid I, refuſing his offer, that, 
before I have been three days in Paris, 
I ſhall take care to ſay or do ſomething 
or other for which I ſhall get clapped up 
into the Baſtile, and that I ſhall live 
there a couple of months entirely at the 
King of France's expenſe, — I beg pardon, 


laid Eugenius, dryly : really I had forget 
that reſource, 


— 
4 
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Now, the event I treated gaily, came 
ſeriouſly to my door. 

Is it folly, or nonchalance , or * 
phy, or pertinacity — or what is it in 
me, that, after all, when La Fleur had 
gone down Fairs, and I was quite alone, 
that I could not bring down my, mind to 
think of it otherwiſe than I had then 
Ipoken of it to Eugenius ? | 

— And as for the Baftile! the terror is 
in the word — Make the moſt of it you 
can, (ſaid I to myſelf, the Baſtile is but 
another word for a tower — and a tower 
is but another word for a houſe you can- 
not get out of — Mercy on the gouty ! for 
they are in it twice a year — but, with 
nine livres a day, and pen and ink and 
paper and patience, albeit a man cannot 
get out, he may do very well within — 
at leaſt for a month or ſix weeks; at the 
end of which, if he is a harmleſs fellow, 
his innocence appears, and he comes out : 
a better and wiſer man than he went in. 

I had ſome occaſion (I forget what) to 
ſtep into the court - yard, as I ſettled this 
account; and remember I walked down 
. -Rairs in no (mall triumph with the conceit 
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of my reaſoning — Beſhrew the /ombre 
pencil! ſaid I vauntingly — for I envy not 
its powers, which paints the evils of life 
with ſo hard and deadly a colouring, The 
mind fits terrified at the objects ſhe has 
magnified herſelf, and blackened : reduce 
them to their proper ſize and hue, ſhe 
overlooks them — It is true, ſaid I, cor- 
recting the propolition — the Baſtile is not 
an evil to be deſpiſed — but, firip it of 
its towers — fill up the foſſè — unbarricade 
the doors — call it fimply a confinement, 
and ſuppoſe it is ſome tyrant of a diſtemper ; 
— and not of a man which holds you in 
it — half the evil vaniſhes, and you bear 
the other half without complaint. | 
I was interrupted in the hey-day of this 
foliloquy, with a voice, which I took to 
be of a child , which complained « it could 
*not get out.” — I looked up and down 
the paſſfage, and ſeeing neither man, 
woman, nor child, i went out without 
farther attention. 

In my return back through the pallage , 
1 heard the ſame words repeated twice 
over; and looking up, I ſaw it was a 
Rarling bung in a little cage, — I can't 
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get out — A can't got out,” ſaid the 
ſtarling. 


I fiood looking at the bird ; and. to 
every perſon who came through the paſſage 


it ran fluttering to the fide towards which | 


they approached it, with the ſame lamen- 
tation of its captivity — «I can't get out, 
ſaid the ſtarling.— God help thee! ſaid I: 
but 1 will let thee out, coſt what it will; 
ſo I turned about the cage, to get to the 
door; it was twiſted, and double- twiſted 
lo faſt with wire, there was no getting it 
| open without pulling the cageto pieces— 
I took both hands to it. 

The bird flew to the place where I was 
attempting his deliverance, and thruſting 
his head through the treillis, preſſed his 
breaſt againſt it, as if impatient — I fear, ; 
poor creature! ſaid I, 1 cannot ſet thee 
at liberty — No, ſaid the ftarling — 
„can't get out — I can't get out, Lak 
the ſtarling. +; 

1 vow, I never had my affections more 
tenderly awakened; nor do I remember 
an incident in my life, where the dilli- 
pated ſpirits, to which my reaſon bad 
been a bubble, were ſo ſuddenly called 


1 
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home. Mechanical as the notes were, yet 
ſo true in tune to nature were they chanted , 
that in one moment they overthrew all 
my [ſyſtematic reaſonings upon the Baſtile 
and I heavily walked up ſtairs, unſaying 
every word I had [aid in going down them. 
Diſguiſe thyſelf as thou wilt, ſtill, 
SLAVER I ſaid I — ſtill thou art a bitter 
draught; and though thouſands in all ages 
have been made to drink of thee, thou 
art no leſs bitter on that account. — It is 
thou, thrice ſweet and gracious goddels , 
addreſſing myſelf to Linexry , whom all 
in public or in private worſhip, whole 
taſte is grateful, and ever will be ſo, till 
Narure, herſelf ſhall change. No tint of 
words. can ſpot thy ſnowy mantle, or 
chymic power turn thy ſceptre into iron — 
with thee to ſmile upon him as he eats 
his cruſt, the ſwain is happier than his 
monarch , from whoſe court thou art exiled. 
— Gracious Heaven! cried I, kneeling 
down upon the laſt ftep but one in my 
aſcent — grant me but health, thou great 
| Beftower of it, and give me but this fair 

Goddeſs as my companion — and ſhower 
down thy mitres, if it ſeems good unte 


\ 
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thy divine providence , upon thoſe heads 
which are aching for them. 


THE CAP TIV E. 
PARIS. 


Ta E bird in his cage purſued me into 
my room; I ſat down cloſe by my table, 
and leaning my head upon my hand, I 
began to figure to mylelf the mileries of 
confinement. I was in a right frame for 
it, and ſo I gave full ſcope to my imagi- 
nation, 

I was going to begin with the millions 
of my fellow-creatures, born to no in- 
heritance but ſlavery; but finding, how- 
ever affecting the picture was., that I could 
not bring it near me, and that the multi- 
tude of ſad groups in it did but diſtract 
me — 

— I took a fingle captive, and having 
_ firſt [hut him up in his dungeon, I then 
| looked through the twilight of his n 
door to take his picture. 

I beheld his body half- waited. away 
with long expectation. and confinement, 


e ee 


and felt what kind of fickneſs of the heart 
it was which ariſes from hope deferred. 

Upon looking nearer I ſaw him pale and 
feveriſh: in thirty years the weſtern breeze 
had not once fanned his blood — he had 
ſeen no ſun, no moon in all that time — 
nor had the voice of friend or kinſman 
breathed through * TENT, — His chil- 
_ dren — 8 ; | 

— But here my heart bil to block — 

and I was forced to go on with another 

part of the portrait, | 

He was fitting upon the ground upon 

a little firaw , in the fartheſt corner of his 

dungeon , which was alternately his chair 
and bed: a little calendar of ſmall fticks 

were laid at the head, notched all over 

with the diſmal days and nights he had 
paſſed there — he had one of theſe little 
- ſticks in his hand, and with a ruſty nail 
he was etching another day of miſery to 
add to the heap, As I darkened the little 
light he had, he lifted up a hopeleſs eye 
towards the door, then caſt it down — 
_ ſhook his head, and went on with his 

work. ok affliction, I heard his chains upon 
his legs, as he turned his body to lay bis 


* 
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little ſtick upon the bundle — He gave a 
deep figh — I ſaw the iron enter into his 
foul — I burſt into tears — I could not 
ſuſtain the picture of confinement which 
my fancy had drawn — 1 ſtarted up from 
my chair, and calling La Fleur, I bid 
him beſpeak me a remiſe, and have it 
ready at the door of the hotel by nine 
in the morning, 0 

— I will go directly, [aid 1. myſelf, to 
Monſieur le Duc de Choileul. - 

La Fleur would have put me to bed; 
but, not willing he ſhould ſee any thing 
upon my cheek which would coſt the honeſt 
fellow a heart-ache —I told him I would 
go to bed by my ſelf — and bid him 80 do 
the . 


THE STARLING. 
ROAD to VERSAILLES. 


I Gor into my remiſe the hour I pro- 
Poled ; La Fleur got up behind, and I bid 


the coachman make the beſt of his way 
to n. 


1 
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As there was nothing in this road, or 
rather nothing which I look for in travel- 
ling, I cannot fill up the blank better than 
with a ſhort hiſtory of this ſelf- ſame bird, 
which became the ſubject of the laſt chapter, 

W hiltt the Honourable Mr, * was 
waiting for a wing at Dover, it had been 
caught upon the cliffs before it could well 
fly, by an Engliſh lad who was his groom ; 
who, not caring to deſtroy it, had taken 
it in his breaſt into the packet — and by 
eourle of feeding it, and taking it once 
under his protection, in a day or two 
grew fond of it, and got it lafe along with 
bim to Paris. 

At Paris the lad had laid out a livre in 
a little cage for the ſtarling, and as he 
had little to do better the five months his 
maſter ſtaid there, he taught it, in his 
mother's tongue, the four limple words 
| (and no more) — to a I owned e 
ſo much its debtor. 

Upon his maſfler' s going on for Italy — 
the lad had given it to the maſter of the 
botel— But his little ſong for liberty being, 
in an wnknown language at Paris, the 
bird had liitle or no fore ſet by him — ſo. 
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La Fleur bought both him and his cage 
for me for a bottle of Burgundy, | 

In my return from Italy, I brought 
him with me to the country in whoſe 
language he had learn'd his notes — and 
telling the ſtory of him to Lord A—, Lord 
A begged the bird of me; — in a week, 
Lord A gave him to Lord B—; Lord B 
made a preſent of him to Lord C ; and 
Lord C's gentleman ſold him to Lord 
D's for a ſhilling — Lord D gave him to 
Lord E—, and ſo on — half round the 
alphabet — From that rank he palled into 
the lower houſe, and paſled the hands of 
as many commoners — But as all theſe 
wanted to get in — and my bird wanted 
to get out — he had almoſt as little ſtore 
ſet by him in London as in Paris. 

It is impoſſible but many of my readers 
muſt have heard of him; and if any, by 
mere chance, have ever ſeen him, — I 
beg leave to inform them, that that bird 
was my bird — or ſome vile copy [et up 
to repreſent him, 

I have nothing farther to add upon 
him, but that from that time to this, I 
Voll. II. ; O 
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have borne this poor ſtarling as the ereſt 


to my arms, — Thus: 


— ts IYER > AE 


8 officers twiſt His 


— And let the herald” 
neck about, if they dare, 
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THE ADDRESS. 


VERSAILLES. | 


I SHOULD not like to have my enemy 
take a view of my mind, when | am going 
to aſk protection of any man; for which 
reaſon, I generally endeavour to protect 
myſelf; but this going to Monkieur le Due 
” de C*** was an act of compullion— had 
35 it been an act of choice, I [Hould have 
I done it, I ſuppoſe, like other people. 

How many mean plans of dirty addreſs, 
as I went along, did my ſervile heart form! 
I deſerved the Baſtile for every one of them, 
Then nothing would ſerve me, when I 
got within ſight of Verſailles, but putting 
words and ſentences together, and conceiv- 

ing attitudes and tones to wreath myſelf 
into Monfieur le Duc de C***'s wood 
graces— This will do , ſaid I—Juſtas well, 
retorted I again, as a coat carried up to 
him by an adventurous taylor, without 

taking his meaſure — Fool! continued I — 
ſee Monfieur le Duc's face firſt — obſerve 

9 what character is written in it; take notice ; 
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in what poſture he ſtands to hear you — 
mark the turns and exprellions of his body 
and limbs — and for the tone — the firſt 
ſound. which comes from his lips will give 
ityou; and from all theſe together you will 
compound an addreſs at once upon the 
ſpot, which cannot diſguſt the Duke—the 
ingredients are his own , and moſt likely 
to go down. | 

Well! ſaid I,. I wiſh it well over — 
Coward again! as if man to men was not 
equal throughout the whole ſurface of the 
globe; and if in the field — why not face 
to face in the cabinet too? And truſt me, 
_ Yorick, whenever it is not ſo, man is falſe 
to himſelf, and betrays his own ſuccours. 
ten times where nature does it once. Go 


to the Duc de C*** with the Baſtile in 


thy looks — my life for it, thou wilt be 
ſent back to 98 in half an hour with an 
elcort. — 
I believe ſo, ſaid 1 Then I will go to the 
Duke, by Heaven! with all the gaiety and 
debonairneſs in the world, — 
And there you are wrong again re- 
plied I. —A heart at eaſe, Vorick, flies into 
no extremes—it is ever on its center — Well! 
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well! cried I, as the coachman turned in 
at the gates — find I ſhall do very well: 
and by the time he had wheeled round 
the court, and brought me up to the door, 
I found myſelf ſo much the better for my 
own lecture, that 1 neither aſcended the 
ſteps like a victim to juſtice, who was to 
part with life upon the topmoſt, —nor did 
I mount them with a ſkip and a couple 
of ſtrides, as I do when 1 fly up, Eliza! 
to thee, to meet it. 

As I entered the door of the Callan 11 
was met by a perſon who poſſibly might 
be the maltre d'hGtel , but had more the 
| air of one of the under ſecretaries , who 
told me the Duc de C*** was buſy.—I 
am utterly ignorant, ſaid I, of the forms 
of obtaining an audience, being an abſo- 
lute ſtranger, and what is worſe in the 
preſent conjuncture of affairs, being an 
Engliſhman too.— He replied, that did not 
increaſe the difficulty. I made him a [light 
bow, and told him, I had ſomething of 
importance to ſay to Monſieur le Duc. 
The ſecretary looked towards the ſtairs, 
as if he was about to leave me to carry 
up this account to ſome one — But I muſt 
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not miſlead you, ſaidI, — for what Ihave 
to ſay is of no manner of importance to 
Monſieur le Duc de C***— but of great 
importance to mylelf, — C'eſt une autre 
Maire, replied he — Not at all, (aid I, to 
a man of gallantry, — But pray , good Sir, 
continued I, when can a firanger hope to 
have acceſſe? — In not leſs than two hours, 
ſaid he, looking at his watch. The num- 
ber of equipages in the court-yard ſeemed 
to juſtify the calculation , that I could have 
no nearer a proſpect — and as walking 
backwards and forwards in the ſaloon, 
without a ſoul to commune with, was for 

the time as, bad as being in the Baſtile 
" itſelf, I inflantly went back to my remiſe, 
and bid the coachman drive me to the 
eordon bleu, which was the neareit hotel. 

I think there is a fatality in it —I ſel- 
dom go to the e I ſet out for. | 


LE PA TISSIER. 
VERSAILLES. 


{EY I had pot half-way down 
the fireet, I changed wy mind: as I am 
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at Verſailles, thought I , I might as well 
take a view of the town; ſo 1 pulled the 
cord, and ordered the coachman to drive 
round ſome of the principal fireets —I ſup- 
poſe the town is not very large? ſaidI, — 
The coachman begged pardon for ſetting 
me right, and told me it was very ſuperb, 
and that numbers of the firft dukes and 
marquilles and counts had hotels — The 
count de B***, of whom the bookſeller 
at the Quai de Conti had ſpoke ſo hand- 
ſomely the night before, came inſtantly 
into my mind — And why ſhouldI not go, 
thought I, to the Count de B***, who | 
has ſo high an idea of Engliſh books, and 
Engliſhmen — and tell him my fiory ? ſo 
I changed my mind a ſecond time — In 
truth it was the third; for Ihad intended 
that day for Madame de R*** in the Rue 
St, Pierre, and had devoutly [ent her word 
by her fille de chambre that I would al- 
ſuredly wait upon her: — but Jam governed 
by circumftances — I cannot govern them: 
ſo ſeeing a man flanding with a baſket on 
the other fide of the fireet, as if he had 
ſomething to ſell, I bid La Fleur go up 
to him, and inquire for the Count's hotel. 
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La Fleur returned a little pale, and told 
me it was a Chevalier de St. Louis ſelling. 
pãtenIt is impoſſible, La Fleur! ſaid I. 
— La Fleur could no more account for-the 
phenomenon than myſelf; but perßſted in 
his ſtory; be had ſeen the croix ſet in 
gold with its red ribband, he ſaid, tied 
to his button-hole — and had looked into 
the baſket and ſeen the pdtes which the 
Chevalier was ſelling ; ; lo could not be miſ- 
taken in that. 1 | 

Such a reverſe in a man's life awakens 
a better prineiple than curioſity; 1 could 
not help looking for ſome time at him , as 


I fat in the remiſe — the more I looked at 
him, his croix and his baſket, the fironger 


they wove themſelves into my brain —I 


got out of the OR. and went towards 


him. | 
He was begirt with a clean linen apron 
which ſell below his knees, and with a 


| fort of a bib that went half-way up his 


breaſt ; upon the top of this, but a little 


| below Ra hem, hung his croix. His baſket - 


of little pdtes was covered over with a 
white damaſk napkin ; another of the ſame 
kind was Ipread at the boitom; and there 
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Was a look of proprete and neatneſs 
throughout, that one might have bought 
his pd4tes of him, as much from appetite 
as ſentiment. 

He made an offer of Gant to: neither; 
| but Rood ffill with them at the cent 
an hotel, for thoſe to buy who chole it, 
without ſolicitation. | 

He was about 8 a ſedate 
look, ſomething approaching to gravity. 1 
did not wonder, — Iwent up rather to the 
baſket than him, and having liſted up the 
napkin , and taken one of his pdtes into 
ny hand — I begged he would explain the 
appearance which. affected me, 

He told me in a few 5 that the 
beft part of his life had -palled in the fer. 
vice, in which, after ſpending a {mall pa- 
trimony , he had obtained a company and 
the croix with it; but that at the conclu- 
lion of the laſt peace, his regiment being 
reformed, and the whole corps, withthole 
of ſome. other regiments, left without any! 
proviſion , he found himſelf in a wide world 
without friends , without a livre — and in- 
deed, laid he, without any thing but this 


—(pointing, as he faid it, to his croix ) 
Fol. JI. . P 
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The poor chevalier won my pity, and he 


fniſhed- the ſcene, with my my ef. 
teem too. 


The King, he laid » was the moſt gene- 


rous of: princes, but his generofity could 
neither relieve or reward every one, and 
it was only his misfortune: to be amongſt 


the number. He had a little wife, he ſaid, 
whom he loved, who did the pati/ſeric; 
and added, he felt no difſhonour in de- 
fending her and himſelf from want in this 
way — unleſs Providence had offered him 
a. better. 

It would be wicked to withbold a plea- 
fure from the good, in paſſing over what 
happened to this poor Chevalier of St. 
Louis, about nine months after. | 


I ſeems he uſually took his ſtand near 
the iron gates which lead up to the pa- 
lace; and as his croix had caught the eye 
of numbers, numbers had madethe ſame 
inquiry which 1 had done — He bad told 


them the fame ſtory, and always with lo 
much modeſty and good fenſe, that it had 


reached at laſt the King' s ears — Who hear- 


ing the ichevalier had been a gallant offi- 


cer, and reſpected by the whole regiment 
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as a man of honour and integrity — he 
broke up his little trade by a penſion of 
fifteen hundred livres a year, 

As I. have told this to pleaſe the reader, 
I beg he will allow me to relate another, 
out of its order , to pleaſe myſelf; — the 
two ſtories reflect light upon each. other — 
and it is a pity they ſhould be parted. 


THE S WMO R 5. 
RENNES. 


Wau: E N 7 Rates and empires have their 
periods of declenfion , aud feel in their 
turns what diftrels and poverty is— I top 

not to tell the cauſes which gradually 

| brought the houſe of AE *** in Britany into 
decay. The Marquis d' E“ ** had fought 
up againſt his condition with great firm- 
nels ; wiſhing to preſerve and ftill fhew | 
to the world, ſomelittle fragments of what 
his anceſtors had been : —theirindifcretions 
had put it out of his power. There was 
enough left for the little exigencies of o6- 
Security — But he had two boys who looked 
up to him for light — he thought they de- 

P 2 


. 


1 8 2 
2 Is Ws 10.04 a; boy hte 8 1 d 
. mo * * . We. N — . r r Po 2 
4 x 'P e : dier r Ml Mr Is. b 
; 4 , IBS a Ter 9 1 3 . ICH EO OSS, 
oe SMP Fe IE Ws ONE AE FIR 5 p T 2 e 0 9 r Sn a oe BE ag TY ot ER 9 0 22 
es, hs Fe RSS „„ SO ENG WEIR, YT oo DE I) 2 Er r e *. F . 
AM ana ae PE ̃ ͤ¹ÖA / :x ¼ ̃¼— UU——— 8 Fen pete ,, , Foes Fred of OR ee R __— a 
8 * N — gz f * . * 1 S Fu 7 e A, L TR wr, r 3 he” Gr 
3 r r TAE 4 5 CASSEL 3 e * . 1 NS * N . R 
« << pt * * LI — 1 . *, 2 . F * * 


8 
— 2 
75 ITE . 
1 — 
2 


146 O RIC E' s 


ſlerved it, He had tried his [ſword — it could 
not open the way — the mounting was too 

expenſive — and ſimple oeconomy was not 

2 match for it — there was no reſource but 
commerce. . 


In any other province in France, ſave 


| Britany , this was [miting the root for 
ever of the little tree his pride and. affec- 
tion wiſhed to ſee rebloſſom — But in Bri- 
tany, there being a proviſion for this, 
| he availed himſelf of it; and taking an 


occalion, when the ſtates were allembled 


at Rennes , the Marquis , attended with 
his two boys, entered the court; and hav- 
ing pleaded the right of an ancient law 
of the dutchy, which „though ſeldom claim- 
ed, he ſaid, was no leſs in force, he took 
his ſword from his fide, Here laid he, 
— take it; and be truſty guardians of it, 
till better times put me in condition to 
reclaim it. | 

The preſident aceepted the Marquis” 8 
(word — he flayed a few minutes to lee it 
depoſited in the archives of the houſe — 
and departed. | 
The Marquis and his whole family em- 
barked the next day for Martinico, and 
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in about nineteen or twenty years of ſuc. 
ceſsful application to buſineſs, with ſome 
unlook'd-for bequeſts from difiant branches 
of his houſe , returned home to reclaim 
his nobility, and to ſupport it, | 

It was an incident of good fortune, wha 
will never happen to any traveller but 
a ſentimental one, that I ſhould be at 
Rennes at the very time of this folemn 
requiſition; I call it ſolemn —it was ſo 
„„ | 

The Marquis entered the court with 
his whole family: be ſupported his lady 
— his eldeſt ſon ſupported his ſiſter, and 
his youngeſt was at the other extreme- of 
the line nexthis mother—he put his hand- 
kerchief to his face twice — 

— There was a dead filence. When the 
Marquis had approach'd within fix paces 
of the tribunal, he gave the Marchioneſs 
to his youngeſt ſon, and advancing three 
ſteps before his family — he reclaimed his 
ſword, His [word was given him, and the 
moment he got it into his hand, he drew 
it almoſt out of the ſcabbard — it was the 
ſhining face of a friend he had once given 
up — he looked attentively along it, be- 


*＋ 
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ginning at the hilt, as if to ſee whether it 


was the ſame — wh , obſerving a little. 


ruſt which it had contracted near the point, 


he brought it near his eye, and bending - 


his head down over it — I think I ſaw a 
tear fall upon the place: I could not be 
deceived by what followed. 


„ ſhall find, ſaid he, ſome other way , 


«tg get it off,” | 
When the Marquis had ſaid. 3 he 


returned his [word inté its leabbard „made 


a bow to the guardians of it — and, with 
bis wife and daughter, and, his two, ſons 
following him, walked out, 

O how I envied him his feelings! 


THE PASSPORT. 
- VERSAILLES. 


I Found no difficulty in getting admit- 
tance to Monſieur le Comte de B****, 
The let of Shakeſpear's was laid upon the 
table , and be was tumbling them over. I 


walked up cloſe to the table, and giving 


firſt ſuch a look at the books as to make 
him conceive I knew what they were —I 
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- told him I had come without any one to 
preſent me, knowing 1 ſhould meet with 
a friend in his apartment, who, I truſted, 


would do it for me—itis my country man, 
the great Shakeſpear, ſaid I pointing to 
his works — et ayez la bonte, mon cher 


ami, apoſtrophizing his ſpirit , added'I, 


de me faire cet hnneur- ld. tf 

The Count ſmiled at the bnigalaetty of 
the introduction; and ſeeing I looked a 
little pale and fickly, inſiſted upon my 
taking.an arme-chair : ſo I ſat down; and 
to ſave him conjectures upon a viſit ſo out 
of all rule, I told him fimply of the in- 
cident in the bookſeller's ſhop, and how 
that had impelled me rather to go to him 
with the ftory of a little embarraſſment I 
was under, than to any other man in 
France—And what is your embarraſſment ? 
let me hear it, ſaid the Count. So I told 


him the Rory juſt as 1 have told it the 


reader, — 

And the maſter of my hotel, ſaid I, 
as I concluded it, will needs have it, Mon- 
fieur le Comte, that I ſhould be ſent to the 
Baſtile—but I have no apprehenſions , con- 
tinuedT— for in falling into the hands of 


3 


— 
— 
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the moſt poliſhed people in the world, 


and being conſcious IL was a true man, 
and not come to [ſpy the nakednels of the 
land, I ſearce thought I lay at their mercy. 
— It does not ſuit the gallantry of the 
French, Monſieur le Comte, ſaid I, to 
chew it againſt invalids, 1 

An animated bluſh came into the Count 
de B s cheeks as I ſpoke this — Ne 
craighes rien Don't fear, ſaid he—Indeed 
L do not, replied I. again — Beſides, con- 
tinued TL a little ſportingly, I have come 


laughing all the way from London to Pa- 


ris, and I do not think Monfieur le Due 
de: Choiſeul is ſuch: an enemy to mirth, 
as lo ſend me: back crying for my pains. 
My application to you, Monſieur le 
Comte de. B * (making him a low: bow) 
is to deſire he will not. 

The Count heard me with great good- 
nature, or I had not ſaid half as much — 
and once or twice ſaid — C'eſt bien dit, So 


I reſted my cauſe — ewmwined 


to lay no more about it. TE 

The Count led the diſcourſe: we talked 
of indifferent things — of books, and poli- 
tics, and men— and then of women—God 
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bleſs them all! ſaid I, after much diſcourſe 
about them— there is not a man upon earth 
who loves them ſo much as I do: after all 
the foibles I have ſeen, and all the ſatires 
1 have read againſt them, ftill I love them, 
being firmly perſuaded , that a man, who 
has not a ſort of an affection for the whole 
ſex, is incapable of ever loving a fingle 
one as he ought, | 

He bien! Monfieur Þ Anglots , ſaid the 

Count gaily — You are not come to ſpy 
the nakedneſs of the land — I believe you 
ni encore, I dare fay, that of our wo- 
men — But, permit me to eonjecture—if, var 
hazard ,they fell into your way — that the 
proſpect would not affect you. 

I have ſomething within me which can- 
not bear the ſhock of the leaſt indecent 
inſinuation: in the ſportability of chit- chat, 

1 have often endeavoured to conquer it, 
and, with infinite pain, have hazarded a 
thouſand things to a dozen of the ſex to- 
| gether— the leaſt of which I could not ven- 
ture to a fingle one, to gain Heaven. 

Excuſe me, Monſieur le Comte „ ſaid I 

— as for the nakedneſs of your land, if I 
laweit, I'ſhould caſt my eyes over it with 
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tears in them — and for that of your wo- 
men (bluſhing at the idea he had excited 
in me) I am ſo evangelical in this, and 
have ſuch a fellow-feeling for whatever is 
weak about them , that I would cover it 
with a garment, if I knew how to throw 
it on — But I could wiſh, continued I, to 
ſpy the nakedneſs of their hearts, and, 
through the different diſguiſes of cuſtoms, 
climates and religion , find out: what is 
good. in them, to faſhion my own by — 
and therefore am I come. | 

It is for this reaſon, Monfieurle Come 0 
continued I, that I have not ſeen the Pa- 
lais Royal — nor the Luxembourg — nor 
the Fagade of the Louvre — nor have at- 
tempted to ſwell the catalogues we have 
of pictures, ſtatues and churches —I con- 
ceive every fair being as a temple, aud 
would rather enter in, and ſee the original 
drawings and looſe ſketches hung up in 
it, than the transfiguration of een | 
itſelf. Tr | 

The thirſt of this, continued I, as im- 
Patient as that which inflames the breaſt 
of the connoiſſeur, has led me from my 
own home into France — and from France 


4 - 


SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY, 155, | 


will lead me through Italy — it is a quiet 
journey of the heart in purſuit of Nature, 
and thoſe affections which ariſe out of. 
her, which make us love each other — 
and the world, better than we do. | 
The Count ſaid a great many civil things 
to me upon the occaſion; and added, 
very politely , how much he ſtood obliged 
to Shakeſpear, for making me known to 
him, — But, d propos, ſaid he — Shake- 
ſpear is full of great things. — He forgot 
a ſmall punctilio of announcing your name 
1 puts you under a necellity of deins 
n 


THE PASSPORT. 
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g_ is not a more e 
affair in life to me, than to let about 
telling any one who l am — for there is 
ſearce any body I cannot give a better 
account of than of myſelf; and I have 
often wiſhed I could do it in a fingle 
word—and have an end of it, It was the 
only time and occalion in my life, I could 
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accompliſh this to any purpoſe — for 
Shakeſpear lying upon the table and re- 
collecting I was in his books, I took up 


Hamlet, and turning immediately to the 


grave-diggers ſcene in the fifth act, 1 laid 
my finger upon Yor1ck, and, advancing 
the book to the Count, with my finger 
all the ver over the name — we voici / 
faid I. 

Now 3 the idea of Poor Vorick's 
ſkult was put out of the Count's mind, 
by the reality of my own, or by what 
magic he could drop a period of ſeven: or 
eight hundred years, makes nothing in 
this account — it is certain the French 
conceive better than they combine'— I 
wonder at nothing in this world, and the 
leſs at this; inaſmuch as one of the firſt 


of our own church, for whole candour and 


paternal ſentiments I have the higheſt 
veneration , fell into the ſame miſtake in 
the very ſame caſe. — He could not bear, 


sche ſaid, to look into ſermons wrote by 


«the King of Denmark's jeſter.“ Good, 
my Lord! ſaid I, but there are two Voricks. 
The Vorick your Lordſhip thinks of, has 


been dead and buried eight hundred years 


SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 155 


ago; he flouriſhed in Horwendillus's court 
— the 'other Yorick is myſelf, who have 
flouriſhed, my Lord, in no court — He 
ſhook his head — Good God! ſaid 1, you 
might as well confound Alexander the 
Great, with Alexander the Copperſmith, 
my Lord —It was all one, he replied. — 
Elf Alexander King of Macedon. could 
have tranſlated your Lordſhip, [aid 1 — 
I am ſure your Lordſhip would not have 
laid ſo, 
The poor Count de B** ** ſell but into 
the ſame error — | | 
— Et Monſieur , eſt- il Forick ? cried 
the Count — Je Ze ſuis, [aid L— Vous? — 
Moi — moi gui at UPhonneur de vous parler, 
Monſieur le Comte — Mon Dieu! laid he, 
_ embracing me — Vous tes Yorick! 
The Count inſtantly put the Shakeſpear 
into his pocket — and left me alone in 
his room, 
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N 


1 Coup not conceive why the Count 7 
de B**** had gone fo abruptly out of 3 
the room,; any more than I could conceive 
- why he had put the Shakeſpear into his . 
pocket — Myfteries which mnft explain 
themſelves , are not worth the toſs of 
time which a conjecture about them takes 4 
ip: it was better to read Shakeſpear; [o +56 
taking up Huch ado about Nothing CIT N 
I tranſported myſelf inſtantly from the 5 
chair 1 ſat in, to 'Meſſina in Sicily, and 9 
got ſo buſy with Don Pedro and Benedict | 
and Beatrice, that 1 thought not of Ver- 0 
lailles, the Count, or the Paſſport. I 
| Sweet pliability of man's ſpirit, that : 
can at once ſurrender itſelf to iHufions , 
which cheat expectation and forrow of 
their weary moments! — Long—long lince 
had he numbered out my days, bad I 


5 not trod ſo great a part of them upon this 
VM enchanted ground; when my way is too 
| | | 


rough for my feet, or too fieep for my 
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ſtrength, I get off it, to fome ſmooth 
velvet path which fancy has ſcattered 
over with roſe-buds of delights ; and having 
taken a few turns in it, come back ftreng- 
thened and refreſhed — When evils preſs 
fore upon me, (and there is no retreat from 


them in this world,) then I take a new 


courſe — I leave it, — and as I have a 
clearer idea of the Elyſian fields than I 
have of Heaven, I force myſelf, like 
Aeneas, into them — I ſee him meet the 
penſive [hade of his forſaken Dido — and 
wiſh to recognife it — I ſee the injured 


{pirit wave her head, and turn off filent 


from the author of her miſeries and dil. 
honours — TI loſe the feelings formyſelf in 
hers, and in thoſe affections which were 
wont to make me mourn for her when I 
was at [choot.” | ”'s 

Surely this is not walking in a vain 


ſhadow — nor does man diſquiet himſelf 


in vain by zf—he oftener does lo in trufting 


the iſſue of his commotions to reaſon only 


I can ſafely ſay for mylelf, I was never 
able to conquer any one lingle bad ſenſation 
in my heart ſo deciſively, as by beating 
up as faſt as I could for ſome kindly and 


158 YORICK's 


gentle ſenſation, to —_ it haven its own 
ground, 


When I had got to tha end of the third 


act, the Count de B**** entered, with 


my pallport in his hand. Mon. le Duc de 
C****, ſaid the Count, is as good a pro- 
phet, I dare (ay, as he is a ftateſinan — 
Un homme qui rit, laid the Duke, ze ere 
jamais dangereux. — Had it been for any 
one but the King's jeſter, added the Count, 
I could not have got it theſe two hours, — 
Pardonnez-moi,. Monl.le Comte, [aid 1— 
I am not the King's jefier. — But you are 
Yorick? — Yes — At vous plaiſante; ? — I 
anſwered, Indeed I did jeſt — but was not 
paid for it — It was entirely at my own 
expenſe, 3 | 
We have no a "4 £okrt , Mon. le 
Comte, [aid I; the lat we had was in 
the licentious reign of Charles 1I.— fince 
which time, our manners have been ſo 
gradually refining, that our court at pre- 
leut is ſe ſull of patriots, who wiſh for 


nothing but the hunours and wealth of 


their country — and our ladies are all lo 
chaſte, ſo ſpotlels, ſo good, ſo devout — 
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there is nothing for a 0s to e 
of — 

be o%⁰ un perfiflage 4 cried the Count. 
THE PASSPORT. 
. 1 LES. 


WY the Paſſport was directed to all 
lieutenant-governours,governours,and com- 
mandants of cities , generals of armies, 
juſticiaries , and all officers of juſtice, to 
let Mr. Yorick , the King's jeſter, and his 
baggage, travel quietly along — I own the 
triumph of obtaining the Paſſport was not 
a little tarniſhed by the figure I cut in 

it. — But there is nothing unmixed in this 
world; and ſome of the graveſt of our di- 
vines have carried it ſo far as to affirm, 
that enjoyment itſelf was attended even 
with a figh — and that the greateſt they 
knew of, terminated, in a general Way » 
in little better than a convulſion. | 

I remember the grave and learned Be- 
vorilkius, in his Commentary upon the 
Generations from Adam , very naturally 
breaks off in the middle of a note, to give 
Voll. II. 2 
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an account to the world of a couple of 
ſparrows upon the out-edge of his win- 
dow , which had. incommoded him all the 
time he wrote, and at laſt had entirely 
taken him off from his genealogy, 

— Itis ftrange! writes Bevoriſkius: but 
the facts are certain, for 1 have had the 
curiofity to mark them down one by one 
with my pen—but the cock-ſparrow, dur- 
ing the little time that I could have finiſh- 
ed the other half of this note, has ac- 
tually interrupted me with the reiteration 
of his careſſes three-and-twenty times and 
a half. | 

How ai” adds Bevoriſkius, i is. Hea- 
ven to his creatures! | 

Ill-fated Yorick ! that the gravefi of thy 
brethren Thould be able to write that to 
the world, which ftains thy face with crim- 
ſon,' to copy even in thy ſtudy. 

But this is nothing to my travels — So 
I twice— twice beg pardon for it, 
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CHARACTER. 
PERSAILLES. 


An D how do you find the French ? 
faid the Count de B. , after he bad __ 


en me the Paſſport, 


The reader may ſuppole, that ; tfter lo 
obliging a proof of courteſy, I could not 
be at a loſs to ſay ſomethinghandſometo' 
the inquiry. | 

Mais paſ}e, pour cela Open frank- 
ly ,-ſaid he; do you find all the urbanity 
in the French, which the world gives us 
the honour of? I had found every thing, 
I laid, which confirmed it — Fraiment, 
ſaid the Count, — les Frangois ſont polis 
To an excels , replied 1, 

The Count took notice of the word er- 
ceſs ; and would have it I meant more 


than I ſaid, 1 defended myſelf a long 


time, as well as I could, againſt it — he 
inſiſted 1 had a reſerve, and that 1 would 
ſpeak my opinion frankly, 

I believe, Monf, le Comte, ſaid I, that 
man has a certain compals,' as well as 


Q 2 
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as inſtrument ; and that the ſocial and 


other calls have oc:afion by turns for eve- 
ry key in him; lo that if you begin a note 
too high or too low, there muſt be a 
want, either in the upper or under part 5 
to fill 'up the ſyſtem of harmony, — The 
Count de B*** did not underſtand mu- 
fie, fo defired me to explain it ſome other 
way. A poliſhed nation, my dear Count, 
ſaid I, makes every one its debtor: and 
befides, urbanity itlelf, like the fair ſex, 
has lo many charms, it goes againſt the 
heart to ſay it can do ill; and yet, I be- 
lieve, there is but a certain line of per- 
fection, that man, take him all together, 


is empowered to arrive at — if he gets 


beyond, he rather exchanges qualities, than 
gets them. I muſt not preſume to ſay, how 
far this has affected the French in the ſub- 
jet we are [peaking of — but, ſhould it 
ever be the caſe of the Engliſh , in the 


progreſs of their refinements, to arrive at 
the lame poliſh. which diſtinguiſhes the 


French, if we did not loſe the politefſe 
de coeur, which. inclines men more to hu- 
mane actions, than courteous ones — we 


ſhould: at leaſt loſe that diſtinct variety 
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and originality of character, which diſtin- 
guiſhes them, not only from each other - 
but from all the world beſides, 

I had a few of King William's ſhillings 
as ſmooth as glaſs in my pocket ; and fore- 
ſeeing they would be of ule in the il- 
luftration of my hypotheſis, I had got them 
into my hand, when I had nn fo 
far — | 

See, Mont. 1 Comte, laid L, ring up, 
and laying them before him upon the 
table—by jingling and rubbing one againſt 
another for ſeventy years together in one 
body's pocket or another's ,. they are be- 
come ſo much alike, you can ſcaree dif- 
tinguiſh one Chilling from another. 

The Engliſh , like ancient medals , kept 
more apart, and palling but few people's 


hands, preſerve the firſt [barpneſſes which 


the fine hand of Nature has given them — 
they are not ſo pleaſant to feel — but, in 
return, the legend is ſo viſible, that, at 
the firſt look, you ſee whole image and 
ſuperſcription they bear. But the French, 
Monf. le Comte, added I, (wiſhing to 
ſoften what I had ſaid) have fo many ex- 
cellencies, they can the better ſpare this 
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— they are a loyal, agallant, a generous 5 


an ingenious, and good-temper'd people 
as is under Heaven—if they have a fault 3 


they are too ſerious, 


Mon Dieu! cried the Count, _ out 


of his chair. 


Mais vous plaiſantez, [aid 1. correct= 
ing his exclamation. — I laid my hand 
upon my breaſt, and with earneſt gravity | 


allured him, it was _ moſt. lettled _ 


nion, 
The Count did, 1 was K Hod hs 


could not Ray to hear my reaſons, being 
engaged to go that moment to dine with 


the Duc de C *. 


But, if it is not too fart to come to ver- 


ſailles to eat your ſoup with me, I beg, 
before you leave France, I may have the 
pleaſure of knowing you retract your opi- 
nion — or, in what manner you ſupport 


it — But if you do ſupport it, Monſ. l' An- 


glois, ſaid he, you muft do it with all 
your powers , becauſe you have the whole 


world againft you, —I promiſed the Count 


I would do myſelf the honour of dining 


with him before I ſet out for holy — lo i 


took my leave. 
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THE TEMPTATION. | 


* 


ARIS. 


5 Wu EN I alighted at the hotel, the 
porter told me a young woman with a 
band- box had been that moment inquiring 
for me. — 1 do not know, [aid the porter, 

whether ſhe is gone away or no. I took 
the key of my chamber of him, and went 

up fiairs; and when I had got within ten 

ſteps of the top of the landing before my 
door, I met her coming eafily down, 

It was the fair fille de chambre I had 
walked along the Quai de Conti with : 
Madame deR*** had lent her upon ſome 
commilſion to a marchande de modes, with- 
in a ſtep or two of the hotel de Modene; 
and, as I had failed in waiting upon her, 
had bid her inquire if I had left Paris; 

and if ſo, whether I had not left a letter 
addreſſed to her. 

As the fair fille de PR OLE "OO was ſo near 
my door, [he returned back, and went in- 
to the room with me for a moment or two , 
whilſt I wrote a card, 
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It was a fine ſtill evening, in the latter 
I end of the month of May — the crimſon 
window curtains (which were of the ſame 
colour of thoſe of the bed) were drawn 
cloſe — the ſun was ſetting, and reflected 
through them" ſo warm a tint into the fair 
fille de chambre's face I thought ſhe bluſh- 
ed — the idea of it made me bluſh my- 
ſelf — we were quite alone; and that ſu- 
perinduced a ſecond blufts, before the firſt 
could get off, SIXT A 
There is a ſort of a W half. guilty 
blulb, where the blood is more in fault 
than the man — it is ſent impetuous from 


f the heart, and virtue flies after it — not 8 

ll to call it back, but to make the ſenſation . 

ll | of it more delicious to the nerves — it is i, 

| | | allociated. — IT ; 0 
| But 1 will not deſcribe it . 1 felt fome- 3 

| thing at firſt within me which was not in y 

| ſtriet aniſon with the leſſon of virtue I 5 


bad given her the night before — I ſought 
five minutes for a card — I knew I had . 
not one. — I took up a pen — I laid it 


| | | down again — my hand wembled— the de- 
| | vil was in me, 


I know, as well as any one, he is an 
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adverſary , whom , if we reliſt, he will 
fly from us — but I ſeldom refift him at 


all; from a terrour, that, though I may 


conquer, I may ſtill get a hurt in the com- 


bat — ſo I give up the triumph for ſecuri- 


ty; and inſtead of thinking to make him 


My, I generally fly myſelf, 


The fair fille de chambre came cloſe up 
to the bureau where I was looking for a 
card — took up firſt the pen I caſt down, 
then offered to hold me the ink: lhe of- 
fered it. ſo [weetly, L was going to accept 
it — but I durſt not —I have nothing, my 
dear ſaid I, to write it upon, — Write it, 
ſaid ſhe, imply , upon any thing — 

I was juſt going to cry out, Then I will 
write it, fair girl! upon thy lips, — | 

If I do, ſaid I, I ſhall periſh - ſo I took 
her by the hand, and led herto the door, 
and begg' dhe would not forget the leſſon 


I had given her — She ſaid, indeed ſhe 


would.not — and as ſhe uttered it with 
ſome earneſtnels, ſhe turned about, and 
gave me both her hands, cloſed together, 
into mine— it was impollible not to com- 
preſs them in that fituation —I wiſhed to 


let them go; and all the time I held them, 
Vol, II. R 
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I kept arguing within myſelf againft it — 
and ſtill I held them on, — In two mi- 
nutes I found I had all the battle to fight 
over again — and 1 felt my legs and every 
limb about me tremble at the idea. 
The foot of the bed was within a yard 
and a half of the place where we were 
ftanding — 1 had ſtill hold of her hands — 
and how it happened I can give no ac- 
count , but I neither aſked her — nor drew 
her — nor did 1 think of the bed—but ſo 
it did happen, we both ſat down. 

I will juſt fhew you, faid the fair fille 
de chambre, the little purſe I have been 


making to-day, to hold your crown, So 


fhe put her band into her right pocket, 
which was next me, and felt for it for 
| ſome time — then into the left. She had 

«loſt it“ I never bore expectation more 
quietiy— it was in her right pocket at lafi 
— ſbe pulled it out; it was of green taffe- 
ta, lined with a little bit of white quilted 
latin, and juſt big enough | to hold the 
crown — ſhe put it into my hand z—lit 
was pretty; and I held it ten minutes, 
with the back of my hand reſting upon 
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her lap—looking ſometimes at- the purſe, 
ſometimes on one fide of it. 

A ſtitch or two had broke out in the ga- 
thers of my ftock—the fair fille de chambre , 
without ſaying a word, took out her little 
houſewife, threaded a ſmall needle, and 


ſewed it up — I foreſaw it would hazard 
the glory of the day; and as ſhe paſſed 


her hand in ſilence acroſs and acroſs my 


neck in the manoeuvre, I felt the laurels 
ſhake which Fancy had en about 
my head. 


A ſtrap had given way in her walk, 


and the buckle of her ſhoe was juſt fall- 
ing of — See, ſaid the lle de chambre , 


holding up her foot, — I could not for my 
ſoul but faſten the buckle in return, and 
putting in the ſtrap — and lifting up the 
other foot with it, when I had done, to 
ſee both were right — in doing it too ſud- 


denly — it unavoidably threw the fair Elle 


de chambre off her centre — and then — 
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THE CONQUEST. 


PARIS, 


Yet S—and then —Ye, whoſe clay- 
cold heads and lukewarm hearts can argue 
down, or maſk your pallions, tell me, 
what treſpaſs is it that man ſhould have 
them? or how his ſpirit ftands anſwerable 
to the Father of ſpirits, ou for his con- 

duct under them. 

If Nature bas ſo wove her web of kind. 
neſs , that ſome threads of love and de- 
kre are entangled with the piece — muſt 
the whole web be rent in drawing them 
out? — Whip me Tuch ſtoics, great Gover- 
nour of Nature! ſaid I to myſelf — Where - 
ver thy providence Thall place me for the 
trials of my virtue — whatever is my dan- 
ger — Whatever is my ſituation — let me 
feel the movements which riſe out of it, 
and which belong to me as a man — and 
if I govern them as a good one, I will 
truſt the iſſues to thy juſtice; for thou haſt 
made us, and not we ourſelves. 

As I finiſhed my addreſs, I raiſed the 


A 
-»» 
2 3 
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fair fille de chambre up by the hand, and 
led her out of the room —ſhe ſtood by me 
till 1 locked the door and put the key in 
my pocket — and then — the victory being 
quite deciſive — and not till then, I preſl- 
ed my lips to her cheek, and, taking 
her by the hand again, led her ſafe to the 
gate of the hotel. Ws 


THE MYSTERY. 
PARIS. e 


Ir a man knows the heart, he will 

know it was impollible to go back inſtant- 
ly to my chamber — it was touching a 

cold key with a flat third to it, upon the 
clole of a piece of maſic, which had call- 
ed forth my affections — therefore, when 
I let go the hand of the fille de chambre, 
I remained at the gate of the hotel for 
ſome time, looking at every one who pall- 
ed by, and forming conjectures upon them, 
till my attention got fixed upon a ſingle 
object which confounded all kind of rea- 
ſoning upon him. | 

It was a tall figure of a philoſophic, 
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| ſerious, aduſt look, which paſſed and re- 
palled ſedately along the fireet , making 
a turn of about lixty paces on each fide 


of the gate of the hotel — the man was 


about fifty-two — had a [mall cane under 
his arm — was drelled in a dark drab-co- 


lour'd coat, waiſtcoat, and breeches, which 
ſeemed to have [een ſome years ſervice — 
they were ſtill clean, and there was a 


little air of frugal proprete troughout him, 
By his pulling off his hat, and his atti- 
tude of accoſting a good many in his way, 
I ſaw he was aſking charity ; lo 1 got a 


ſous or two out of my pocket, ready to 


give him, as he took me in his turn — he 
palled by me without aſking. any thing — 
and yet did not go five Reps farther be- 
fore he aſked charity of a little woman 
I was much more likely to have given of 


the two — He had ſcarce done with the 


woman, when he pulled his hat off to 
another who was coming the lame way, — 


An ancient gentleman came ſlowly—and, 
after him, a young ſmart one — He let 


them both paſs, and aſked nothing: I 
ſtood oblerving him half an hour, in which 
time he had made a dozen turns back- 
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wards and forwards, and found that he 
invariably purſued the ſame plan. 

There were two things very ſingular in 
this, which ſet my brain to work, and to 
no purpoſe — the firſt was, why the man 
ſhould only tell his ſtory to the ſex — and 
ſecondly — what kind of ſtory it was, and 
what ſpecies of eloquence it could be, 
which ſoftened the hearts of the women, 
which he knew it was to no purpole to 
practiſe upon the men, | 

There were two other circumſtances 
which entangled: this myſtery ; — the one 
was, he told every woman what he had 
to lay in her ear, and in a way which 
had much more the air of a ſecret than a 
petition — the other was, it was always 
ſucceſsful — he never ſtopped a woman, 

but ſhe pulled out her purſe, and imme- 
diately gave him ſomething. 


I could form no ſyſtem to en the 
phenomenon. 


— 


I had got-a riddle to amuſe me for the 


reſt of the evening, ſo I walked up fairs 
to my chamber, 
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THE CASE OF CONSCIENCE. 
| | PARIS. 


I WAS immediately followed up by 
the maſter of the hotel, who came into 
my room to tell me I muſt provide lodg- 
ings ellewhere, — How ſo, friend? ſaid 
I. -- He anſwered, I had had a young 

> _- woman locked up with me two hours that 
evening in my bed-chamber, and it was 
againſt the rules of his houſe Very well, 
laid I, we will all part friends then — for 
the girl is no worſe — and I am no worle 
— and you will be juſt as I found you. — 
It was enough, he ſaid, to overthrow the 
credit of his hotel, — Yoyez - vous , Mon- 
fieur 7 (aid he, pointing to the foot of the 
bed we had been fitting upon — I own it 
had ſomething of the appearance of an 
evidence; but my pride not ſuffering me 
to enter into any detail of the caſe, I ex- 
horted him to let his ſoul ſleep in peace, 
as I reſolved to let mine do that night, 


and that I would diſcharge what I owed 
him at breakfaſt, 
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I ſhould not have minded, Monſteur, 

laid he, if you had had twenty girls —It 

is a ſcore more, replied I, interrupting 
| him, than I ever reckoned upon — Pro- 
vided, added he, it had been but in a 
morning. — And does the difference of the 
time of the day, at Paris, make a diffe- 

rence in the fin? — It made a difference, 
he laid, in the ſcandal, — I like a good 
diftinction in my heart; and cannot ſay 1 
was intolerably out of temper with the 
man. — Town it is neceſſary, re- aſſumed 
the maſter of the hotel, that a ſtranger at 
Paris ſhould have the opportunities pre- 
ſented to him of buying lace and filk ftock- 
ings and ruffles, et tout cela— and it 
is nothing if a woman comes with a band- 
box, — O' my conſcience, ſaid I, ſhe had 
one; but I never looked into it. — Then 
Monſieur, [aid he, has bought nothing? — 
Not one earthly thing, replied J. — Be- 
cauſe, ſaid he, L could recommend one ts 
you who would uſe you en conſcience.— 
But I muſt ſee her this night, ſaid I, — 
He made me a low bow, and walked 
down. : 


Now ſhall I triumph over this maitre 
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d'k6tel, cried I — and what then? Then 
I ſhall let him ſee 1 know he is a dirty 
fellow, - And what then?— What then! — 
I was too near myſelf to ſay it was for 
the ſake of others, — I had no good an- 
ſwer left — there was more of ſpleen than 
principle in my project, and I was ſick 
of it before the execution. 1 8 
In a few minutes the Griſſet came in 
with her box of lace — I'll buy nothing, 
however, ſaid I within myſelf. 
The Griſſet would ſhew me every thing 
I was hard to pleaſe; [he would not 
ſeem to fee it; ſhe opened her little ma- 
gazine , and laid all her laces one after 
another before me— unfolded and folded 
them up again, one by one, with the molt 
patient [weetneſs — I might buy — or not 
{dhe would let me have every thing at my 
own price — the poor creature ſeemed an- 
xious to get a penny; and laid herſelf out 
to win me, and not ſo much in a manner 
which ſeemed artful, as in one I felt imple 
and carelling. * ens 
If there is not a fund of honeſt cullibi- 
lity in man, ſo much the worſe — my heart 
relented, and I gave up my lecond reſo- 


— 
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lution as quietly as the firſt — Why ſhould 
I chaſtiſe one for the treſpaſs of another ? 
if thou art tributary to this tyrant of an 
hoſt, thought I, looking up in her face, 
ſo much harder is thy bread. 

If I had not had more than four Louis 


d'ors in my purle, there was no ſuch thing 


as riſing up and ſhewing her the door, till 


I had firft laid three of them out in a pair 
of ruffles. 3 1 
— The maſter of the hotel will ſhare the 
profit with her — no matter — then I have 
only paid , as many a poor ſoul has paid 


before me, for an act he could not do or 


think of, 


THE RIDDLE, 
| n 


Wa EN La Fleur came up to wait 
upon me at ſupper, he told me how ſorry 
the maſter of the hotel was for his affront 
to me in bidding me change my lodgings, 

A man who values a good night's reſt 
will not lie down with enmity in his heart, 
if he can help it — So I bid La Fleur tell 


| 
| 
| 
5 


178 Yo RICK's 


the mafler of the hotel, that I was ſorry, 
on my hide, for the occaſion I had given 
him—and you may tell him, if you will, 
La Fleur, added I, that if the young 
woman ſhould call again » » I ſhall not on 
DET TT, 

This was a ſacrifice, not to him , but 
mylelf, having reſolved, after ſo narrow 
an eſcape, to run no more riſks, but to 
leave Paris, if it was poſlible, with all 
the virtue I entered nn” 

C'eſt deroger d nobleſſe, b ſaid 
La Fleur, making me a bow down to the 


ground as he laid it — E? encore, Mon- 


fieur , ſaid he, may change his ſentiments 
— and if ( par hazard) he ſhould like to 
amuſe himſelf— I find no amuſement in it, 
ſaid I, interrupting him. 

Mon Dieu! ſaid La Fleur — and wk 


away. 


In an hour's time he came to put me 


to bed, and was more than commonly 


officious — ſomething hung upon his lips to 
ſay to me, or alk me, which he could 
not get off; I could not conceive what it 
was, and indeed gave mylelf little trouble 
to find it out, as I had another riddle lo 
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much more intereſting upon my mind, 
which was that of the man's aſking cha- 
rity before the door of the hotel I would 
have given any thing to have got to the 
bottom of it; and that , not out of curio» 
fity —it is ſo low a principle of inquiry, 
in general, I would not purchaſe the gra- 
tification of it with a two-ſous piece—but 
a ſecret, I thought, which ſo ſoon and lo 
certainly ſoftened the heart of every wo- 
man you came near, was a ſecret at leaſt 
equal to the philoſopher's ſtone; had I 
bad both the Indies, I would have given 
up one to have been maſter of it. 

I tolled and turned it almoſt all night 
long in my brains, to no manner of pur- 
pole; and whenIawokein the morning, 
I found my ſpirits as much troubled with 
my dreams , as ever the King of Babylon 
had been with his; and I will not heſitate 
to affirm , it would have puzzled all the 
wile: men of Paris, as much as thoſe of 
Chaldea, to have given its interpretation. 
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PARIS. 


4 was e and when La Fleur 
came in, in the morning, with my coffee 
and roll and butter, he had got himſelf ſo 
gallantly arrayed, I ſcarce knew him. 

I had convenanted at Montriul to give 
bim a new hat with a ſilver button and 


loop, and four Louis d'ors pour &adoniſer , 
when we got to Paris; and the poor fel- 


low, to do him juſtice , bad done wonders 


with it. 


He had bought a bright „clean, good 
ſcarlet coat, and a pair of breeches of the 
ſame—They were not a crown worle , he 
ſaid , for the wearing —1I wiſhed him hanged 
for telling me— They looked lo freſh, that 
though I knew the thing could not be 
done, yet I would rather have impoſed 
upon my fancy with thinking I had bought 
them new for the fellow, than that they 
had come out of the Rue de Friperie. 

This is a nicety which makes not the 
heart ſore at Paris, 


— 
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He had purchaſed, moreover , a hand- 
ſome blue ſatin waiſtcoat ,  fancifully 
enough embroidered — this was indeed 
ſomething the worle for the ſervice it had 
done, but it was clean [ſcoured — the gold 
had been touched up, and upon the whole 
was rather ſhewy than otherwiſe — and as 
the blue was not violent, it ſuited with 
the coat and breeches very well: he had 
ſqueezed out of the money , moreover, a 
new bag and a ſolitaire , and had inſiſted 
with the ipier upon a gold pair of gar- 
ters to his breeches knees — He had pur- 
chaled muſlin_ruffles, bien brodees, with 
four livres of his own money — and a pair 
of white filk ſtockings for five more—and, 
to top all, Nature had given him a hand- 
ſome figure, without coſting him a ſous, 

He entered the room thus ſet off, with 
his hair dreſſed in the firſt kyle and with 
a handſome borgquet in his breaſt — in a 
word, there was that look of feſtivity in 
every thing about him, which at once put 
me in mind it was Sunday — and by com- 
bining both together, it inftantly ſtruck 
me, that the favour he wilhed to alk of 
me the night before, was to [pend the day, 


. 
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as every body in Paris ſpent it befides. I 
had ſcarce made the conjecture , when La 
Fleur, with infinite humility, but with a 
look of truſt, as if Iſhould not refuſe him > 
begged I would grant him the day , pour 
Faire le galant vis. d- vis de ſa maitreſſe. 

Now it was the very thing I intended 
to do mylelf vis-d. vis Madame de R. * 
| —1T had retained the remiſe on purpole 
for it, and it would not have mortified 
my vanity to have had a ſervant ſo well 
dreſſed as La Fleur was, to have got up 
behind it: 1 never could have worle e a 
ed him. 

But we muſt Hel, not argue in theſe 
emb arraſſments — the ſons and daughters of 
ſervice part with liberty, but not with 
Nature, in their contracts; they are fleſh 
and blood, and have their little vanities 
and wiſhes in the mid of the houſe of 
bondage, as well as their taſk-maſters— no 
doubt, they have ſet their ſelf-denials at 
a price — and their expectations are ſo 
unrealonable, that I would often. diſap-_ 


point t » but that their condition puts 
it lo / much in my power to do it. 
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Behold — Behold, I am thy ſervant — 
dilarms me at once of the "PRI of a 
malter — 

— Thou ſhalt vo, La Fleur! ſaid I, 

— And what miſtreſs, La Fleur, ſaid 1, 
canſt thou have picked up in ſo little a 
time at Paris? La Fleur laid his hand 
upon his breaſt, and ſaid, it was a petite 
demoiſelle, at Monſieur le Comte de 
B***”s — La Fleur had a heart made for 
ſociety; and, to [peak the truth of him, 


let as few occaſions ſlip him as his maſter 


— ſo that, ſome how orother — but how —= 
Heaven knows — he had connected himſelf 
with the demoz/elle upon the landing of 
the ſtair-caſe, during the time I was taken 
up with my pallport ; and, as there was 


time enough for me to win the Count to 


my. intereſt, La Fleur had contrived to 


make it do to win the maid to his, The 
family, it ſeems, was to be at Paris that 


day, and he had made a party with her, 
and two or three more of the Count's houſe- 
hold, upon the bowlevards, 

Happy people! that, once a week at 
leaſt, are ſure to lay down all your cares 
together, and dance and fing, and ſport 

Vol, IL, S 
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away the weights of grievance, which. bow 


down the ſpirit of other nations to the 
earth, 


Tas FRAGMENT. 
PARIS. 


LA Fleur bad left me ſomething to 
amuſe mylelf with for the day, more than 


I had bargained for, or could have enter- 


ed either into his head or mine, 
He had brought the little print of butter 
upon a currant leaf; and as the morning 


was warm, and he had a good ſtep to 


bring it, he had begged a ſheet of waſte 
paper to put betwixt the currant leaf and 
his hand — As that was plate ſufficient, I 
bad him lay it upon the table as it was; 
and as I reſolved to ftay within all day, 
I ordered him to call upon the fraiteur, 
to belpeak my dinner, and leave me to 
breakfaſt by myſelf, 

When I had finiſhed the butter, I threw 
he currant leaf out of the window, and 
was going to do the. ſame by the waſte. 
Paper — but ſtopping to read a line firſt, 


. 
x 
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and that leading me on to a [ſecond and 


third — thought it better wotth : ſo I ſhut 


the window, and drawing a chair up to 
it, I ſat down to read it, | 

It was in the old French of Rabelais's 
time, and, for aught I know, might have 
been wrote by him — It was moreover in 
a Gothic letter,, and that ſo faded and 
gone off by damps and length of time, it 
coſt me infinite trouble to make any thing 
of it — I threw it down: and then wrote a 
letter to Eugenius — then I took it up again 
and embroiled my patience with it afreſh 
— and then, to cure that, I wrote a letter 
to Eliza — Still it kept hold of me; and 
the difficulty of underſtanding it, increaled 
but the defire. | : 

I got my dinner; and, after I had en- 
lightened my mind with a bottle of Bur- 
gundy, I at it again — and after two or 
three bours poring upon it, with almoſt 
as deep attention as ever Gruter or Jacob 
Spon did upon a nonlenſical inſcription, 
I thought I madeſenſe of it; but, to make 
ſure of it, the beſt way, I imagined, was 
to turn it into Engliſh; and ſee how it 
would look then — ſo I went on | leiſurely 

| 8 2 
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as a trifling man does, ſometimes writing 
a ſentence, then taking a turn or two — 
and then looking how the world went, 
out of the window; ſo that it was nine 
_ o'clock at night before I had done it — I 
then began and read it as follows, 


TAE FRA GMENT. 


PARIS. 


Now as the notary's wife diſputed 
- the point with the notary with too much 
heat —I wiſh, ſaid the notary, (throwing 
down the parchment) that there was an- 
other notary here, only to ſet down and 
atteſt all this — ; 
 '— And what would you do then, Mon- 
feur ? (aid ſhe, rifing baftily up — the no- 
tary's wife was a little fume of a woman, 
and the notary thought it well to avoid a 
hurricane by a mild reply —I would go, 
anſwered he, to bed — You may go to the 
devil, anſwered the notary's wife, 
Now, there happening to be but one 
bed in the houſe, the other two rooms 
being unfurniſhed, as is the cuſtom at Pa- 
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ris, and the notary not caring to lie in the 


ſame bed with a woman who had but that 
moment ſent him pell-mell te- che devil, 
went forth with his hat and cane and ſhort 
cloak, the night being very windy, and 
walked out ill at eaſe WR" the Pont 


Neuf. 


Ok all the bridges which ever were built, 
the whole world who have paſſed over 


the Pont Neuf, muſt own, that it is the 


nobleft — the fineſt — the grandeſt — the 
lighteſt — the longeſt — the broadeſt that 
ever conjoined land and land together upon 
the face of the terraqueous globe — 


By this, it ſeems as if the author of the 
fragment had not been a Frenchman. 


The worſt fault which divines and the 
doctors of the Sorbonne can alledge againſt 
it, is, that if there is but a cap-full of 


wind in or about Paris, it is more blal- 


phemouſly /acre- Dieu'd there than in any 
other aperture of the whole city — and 
with realon, good and cogent, Meſſieurs; 
for it comes againſt you without crying 
gare L'eau, and with ſuch unpremiditable 
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puffs, that, of the few who croſs it with 
their hats on, not one in fifty but hazards 
two livres and a half, which is its full 
worth. 

The poor notary, juſt as he was paſſing 
by the ſentry, inſtinctively clapped his 
cane to the ſide of it, but in raifingitup,' 
the point of his cane catching hold of the 
loop of the ſentinel's hat, hoiſted it over 
the ſpikes of the 3 —_ into the 
Seine — | : 

It is an ili * laid ee 
Who catch'd it, which blows nobody any 
good. 

The 550 being a Gaſcon, inconti- 
nently - twirled up his whiſkers, and le- 
velled his barquebuſs, | 

Harquebuſſes, in thoſe days, went off 
with matches; and an old woman's pa- 
per lantern at the end of the bridge hap- 
pening to be blown out, ſhe had bor- 
row'd the ſentry's match to light it — it 
gave a moment's time for the Gaſcon's 
blood to run cool, and turn the accident 
better to his advantage — It is an ill wind, 
ſaid he, catching off the notary's caſtor, 
and legitimating the capture with the boat- 
man's adage. . : 


— 
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The poor notary croſs'd the bridge, and 
paſſing along the rue de Dauphine into the 
fauxbourg of St. Germain, lamented him- 
ſelf, as he walked along, in this manner: 

Luckleſs man that I am, ſaid the no- 
tary, to be the ſport of hurricanes all my 
days — to be born to have the florm of ill 
language levelled againſt me and my pro- 


fellion wherever I go — to be forced into 


marriage by the thunder of the church to 


a tempeſt of a woman — to be driven forth 


out of my houſe by domeſtic winds, and 
deſpoiled of my caſtor by pontific ones — 
to be here, bare-headed, in a windy night 
at the mercy of the ebbs and flows of ac- 
cidents — where aml to lay my head? — 
miſerable man! what wind in the two - 
and-thirty points of the whole compals 
can blow unto thee, as it does to the reſi 
of thy fellow-creatures, good, 

As the notary was palling on by a a 
pallage, complaining in this fort, a voice 


called out to a girl, to bid her run for 


the next notary — now the notary being 
the next, and availing himſelf of his fi- 
tuation, walked up the pallage to the 
door, and palling through an old ſort of 
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a ſaloon, was uſhered into a large chamber, 
diſmantled of every thing but a long mili- 
tary pike — a breaſt - plate, a ruſty old 
ſword and bandoleer, hung up equi - diſ- 
tant in four different places againſt the 

wall, | 

An old perſonage, who had heretofore 
been a gentleman, and, unleſs decay of 
fortune taints the blood along with it, 
was a gentleman at that time, lay ſup- 
Porting his head upon his hand, in his 
bed; a little table with a taper burning 
was [et cloſe beſide it, and cloſe by the 
table was placed a chair — the notary ſat 
him down in it; and pulling out his ink- 
horn and a ſheet or two of paper which 
he had in his pocket, he placed them be- 
fore him, and dipping his pen in his ink, 
and leaning his breaſt over the table, he 
diſpoſed every thing to make the gentle- 
man's laſt will and teſtament. 
Alas! . Monkieur le Notaire, ſaid the 
gentleman, raiſing himſelf up a little, I 
have nothing to bequeath , which will pay 
the expenſe of bequeathing, except the 
hiftory of mylelf, which I could not die 
in peace, unlels I left it as a legacy to 
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the world; the profits arifing out of it, 1 
bequeath to you for the pains of taking it 
from me it is a ftory ſo uncommon; it 


muſt be read by all mankind — it will 


make the fortunes of your houſe — the 
' notary dipped his pen into his ink-horn — 
Almighty Director of every event in my 
life! | ſaid the old gentleman, looking up 
earneſtly, and raiſing his hands towards 
Heaven — Thou , whoſe hand has. led. me 
on through ſuch a labyrinth of ſtrange 


paſſages down into this ſcene of deſola- 


tion, alliſt the decaying memory of an 
old, infirm, and broken - hearted man — 
direct my tongue by the ſpirit of thy eter- 
nal truth, that this ſtranger may ſet down. 


nought but what is written in that Book, 


from whoſe records, laid he, claſping his. 
hands together, I am to be condemned 


or acquitted! — the notary held up. the 
point of his 8 betwixt the taper and his 


eye — 

— It is a ftory, Monfieur le Notaire, 
kaid the gentleman, which will rouſe up 
every affection in nature — it will kill the 
humane, and touch the heart of cruelty 
herſelf with pity — | 
Vol. Id. ODE T 
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— The notary was inflamed with a de- 
Gre to begin, and put his pen a third: 
time into his.ink-horn — and the old gentle- 
man turning a little more- towards the 
notary, began to dictate his flory in theſe 

_ * hos is the rell of i it, . Fleur ? 
Caid I , as he * then entered ihe room. 


71A E FRA G MEN T 
AND THE BOUQUET *), 


PARIS, 


"Wii EN La Fleur came up cloſe to 
the table, and was made to comprehend 
what 1 wanted, he told me there were 
only two other ſheets of it, which he had 
wrapt round the flalks of a bouquet, to. 


keep it together, which he bad preſented 
to the demoiſelle upon the boulevards. — 


„ 


Then, prithee, La Fleur, ſaid I, flep back 
to her to the Count de B****'s hotel, 
and ſee if thou canſt get it — There is no 


) Noſegsy» 
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Joubt of it, ſaid La Fleur—and away 
 kG Rewki &. 1 53: 5 a om 

In a very little time the poor fellow 
came bagk quite out of breath , with deep- 
er marks of diſappointment in his looks, 
than could ariſe from the fimple irrepara- 
bility of the fragment — Juſte Ciel! in lels 
than two minutes that the poor fellow 
had taken his laſt tender farewel of her 
his faithleſs miſtreſs had given his gage | 
d amour to one of the Count's footmen — 
the footman to a young lemſtreſs — and 
the lemſtreſs to a fiddler, with my frag- 
ment at the end of it — Our misfortunes 
were involved together — I gave a ſigh 
and La Fleur echoed it * e to i 
ear 

— How 8 hed Ea Fleur — 
How. unlucky |. ſaid I. Nina soch 
III I ſhould not have 4 e 

Monſieur, quoth La Fleur, if (he had 
| lot it — Nor 1, PTY _ i had 1 
found it. 1 

Whether 1 did or no, will be. found e 
aſter, 


d , 9 ; 5 . Io a , ; 
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THE aer oF CHARITY. | 
PARIS. 


H E man ks either diſdains or GR 
to > walk up a dark entry, may/be an ex- 
cellent good man, and fit for an hundred 
things; but he will not do to make a good 
ſentimental traveller. I count little of the 
many things I [ee paſs at broad noon-day, 
in large and open ſtreets.— Nature is ſhy, 
and: hates to act before ſpectators; but in 
ſuch an unoblerved corner, you ſometimes 
ſee a fingle ſhort ſcene of hers, worth all 
me ſentiments of a dozen French plays 
compounded together — and yet they are- 
abſolutely fine; and whenever I have a 
more brilliant affair upon my hands than. 
common, as they ſuit a preacher juſt as. 
well as a hero, I generally make my 
ſermon out of. them — and. for the text — 
«Cappadacia,, Pontus and Aka, Phrygia 
<and Pamphilia” — is as good as any one 
in the Bible. e 5 
There is a long dark paſſage iſſuing out 
from. the opera comique into a narrow 


£ 
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fireet; it is trod by a few who humbly 
wait for a flacre *), or wiſh to get off 
quietly 'o' foot when the opera is done. 
At the end of it, towards the theatre, it 
is lighted by a ſmall candle, the light of 
which is almoſt loſt before you get half. 
way down, but near the door: — it is more 
for ornament than uſe; you ſee it as a 
fixed ftar of the leaſt magnitude; it burns 
but does little _ to the world, that we 
know of, 

In returning oa this paſſage, 1 Aiſoern- 
ed, as I approached within five or fix 
paces of the door, two ladies ſtanding 
arm in arm, with their backs againſt the 
wall, waiting, as I imagined, for a fiacre 
— as they were next the door, I thought 

they had a prior right; ſo edged myſelf 


up within a yard or little more of them, 


and quietly took my ATI Was in black, 
and ſcarce ſeen. f 

The lady next me was a tall lean figure 
of a woman , of about thirty-ſfix; the other 
of the ſame ſize and make, of about forty; 
there was no mark of wife or widow in 


) Hackney « coach, | 
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any one part of either of them — they 


| Teemed to be two upright veſtal filters, 


unfapped by careſſes, unbroke in upon 
by tender ſalutations: I could have wiſhed 
to have made them happy — their bap- 
pinelſs was deſtined, that n to eome 
from another quarter, | 

A low voice, with a good turn 55 ex- 
be and ſweet cadence at the end of 


it, begged for a twelve: ſous piece betwixt 


them, for the love of Heaven. I thought 
it fngular ,-:that a beggar: ſhoulg fix the 
guota of an alms — and that the ſum 
ſhould be twelve times as much as what 


is uſvally. given in the dark. They both 


ſeemed afloniſbed at it as much as myſelf. 
— Twelve ſous ſaid one A twelve. ſous 


Piece! ſaid the other and made no reply. 


The poor man ſaid, He knew not how 
to aſk leſs of ladies of their rank; and 


bowed down his head to the ground. 
- . e en Ke have no money. 


The beggar remained filent for a mo- 


ment or two, and renewed his 8 
tion. * FT 


Do not, my | fair young . ſaid "al 


ſtop your good ears againſt me — Upon 
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my word, honeſt man! laid the younger, 
we have no change — Then God bleſs 
you, ſaid the poor man, and multiply 
thoſe joys which you can give to others 
without change! — I obſerved the elder 
fiſter put her hand into her pocket — I 
will ſee, [aid ſhe, if I have a ſous, — A 
ſous! give twelve, ſaid the lupplicant; 
Nature has been bountiful to vou, be 
bountiful to a poor man. 

I would, friend, with all my heart, 
ſaid the younger, if I had it. 
My fair charitable! ſaid he, addreſſing 
Himſelf to the elder — What is it but your 
goodneſs and humanity which makes your 
bright eyes ſo [weet, that they outſhine 
the morning even in this dark pallage ? 
and what was it which made the Marquis 
de Santerre and his brother ſay ſo much 
of you both, as they juſt paſſed by? 

The two ladies ſeemed much affected; 
and impulſively at the lame time they 
both put their hands into their pockets, 
and each took out a twelve-ſous piece, 
Ihe conteſt betwixt them and the poor 
ſupplicant was no more — it was continued 


betwixt themſelves , which of the two 
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ſhould give the twelye-ſous piece in chari- 
ty—and, to end the diſpute, they both 
gave it together, and the man went away, 


THE RIDDLE EX PLAINED. 


P ARI K. 

I STzpPed haftily after him: it was the 
very. man whole ſuccels in aſking charity 
of the women before the door of the hotel 
had ſo puzzled me — and 1 found at once 
his ſecret, or at leaſt the baſis of it it 
was flattery. 2 

Delicious eſſence! how refreſhing art 
thou to nature! how ſtrongly are all its 
powers and all its weakneſſes on thy fide! 
how ſweetly doſt thou mix with the blood, 
and belp it through the moſt Oo” and 
tortuous paſſages to the heart!!! 

The poor man, as he was not ſtraitened 
for time, had given it here in a larger 
doſe : it is certain, he had a way of bring- 
ing it into leſs form, for the many ſud- 
den caſes he had to do with in the ſtreets; 
but how he contrived to correct, ſweeten, 
concentre , and qualiſy it - I yex not my 
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Tpirit with the inquiry — it is enough, the 
| beggar gained two twelve-ſous' pieces. — 
and they can beſt tell the reſt, who have 
nn much greater matters by it. 


an 


We, get tel in the weeks; not. 
| fo much by doing ſervices', as receiving 
| them; you take a withering twig, and put 
it in the ground; and then you water F Eh 
becauſe you have planted it. 

Monſ. le Comte de B., merely be- 
canſe he bad done me one kindneſs in 
the affair of my paſſport would go on, 
and do me another, the few days he was 
at Paris, in making me known to a few 
people of rank, and they were to preſent 
me to dthers , and ſo on. 

I had got maſter of my ſeoret juſt in 
time to turn theſe honours to ſome little 
account; otherwiſe, as is commonly the 
caſe', I ſhould have dined or ſupped a 
fingle time or two round, and then by 
tranſlating French looks and attitudes 
into plain Engliſh , I Chould preſently have 


„ wn e 
ſeen, that I had got hold of the convert'*) 


of ſume more entertaining gueſt; and in 
courſe ſhould have reſigned all my places 
one after another, merely upon the prin- 
ciple that I could not keep them. — As it 
was, things did not go much amiſs. 

1 had the honour of being introduced to 
the old Marquis de B“; in days of 
yore he had. fignalized. himſelf by ſome 
ſmall feats of chiyalry in the Cour 
d' Amour, and had dreſſed, himſelf out to 
the idea of tilts and tournaments ever ſince 
— the Marquis de B*** wiſhed to have it 
thought the affair was ſomewhere elſe than | 
in his brain. He could like to take a trip 
*to England, and aſked much of the 
Engliſh ladies, Stay where ou are, I 
beſeech you, Moal..le Marquis, laid 1 — 
Les Meſſrs. Anglois can ſcarce. get a kind 


look from them as it is— The bite in- 
vited me to ſupper. 


Monſ. P***, the tacos Ft was 
_ juſt as jaguifieſep about our taxes — They 


were very confiderable , he heard— If we 
knew,» but how, to collect them, ſaid I, 
making him a low bow. 1 


) Plate; napkin, kuife, fork and T pο t 


* 
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I could never have been invited to Monſ. 
PY**'s concerts upon any other terms. 
I had been miſrepreſented to Madame 


de O as an eſprit — Madame de 


was an e/prit herſelf; ſhe burnt with im- 
patience to ſee me, and hear me talk, I 


had not taken my ſeat, before | ſaw ſhe 


did not care a ſous whether I had any 
wit or no —I was let in, to be convinced 


| ſhe had,—I call Heaven to witneſs I never 


once opened the door of my lips. 
Madame de Q ***. yowed to every 


_ ereature ſhe met, She had never had a 


© more improving converſation with a man 
<in her life,” 


There are three e in . be 


of a French-woman — She is coquette — 


then deiſt—then devote : the empire during 
theſe is never lot — fhe only changes her 
ſubjects; when thirty-five years and more 


| have unpeopled her dominion of the ſlaves 
of love, ſhe. repeoples it with ſlaves of 


infidelity — and then with the ſlaves of the 


church. 2 
Madame de V*** was vibrating be- 
twixt the firſt of theſe epochas: the colour 


of the role was fading faſt away — ſbe 
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ought to have been a deift five years before 
the time I had the en to pay my firſt 
vifrt. 

She . me upon the ſame 18 
with her, for the ſake of diſputing the 
point of religion more cloſely — In ſhort, 
Madame de V 9 me ſhe believed 
nothing, F 

I told Madame de V“ it . be 
her principle; but I was ſure it could not 
be her intereſt: to level the outworks, 
without which I could not conceive, how 
fuch a citadel as hers could be defended 
that there was not a more dangerous 
thing in the world, than for a beauty to 
be a deift —that:it was a debt I owed my 
creed ,, not to conceal it from her—that'I 
had not been five: minutes ſat upon the 
ſopha belide her, but I had begun to form 
deligus — and what is it, but the ſentiments 
of religion, and the perſuaſion they had 
exified in her breaſl, which could have 
checked them as they roſe up? | 

We are not adamant , ſaid I, taking 
hold of her hand— and there is need of 
all reſtraints, till age in her own time 


Reals in, and lays them on us—but, my 
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dear lady, faidT, kiſſing her hand — il is 

too too ſoon— 
I declare I had the credit all over We- 
ris, of unperverting Madame de V ** @ 
She affirmed to Monſ. D * ** and the Abbe 
M, that in one half hour I had ſaid 
more for revealed religion, than all their 
Encyclepedia had. ſaid againſt it — I was 
lifted directly into Madame de V ***'s 
Coterie — and ſhe put off the ee of 
deiſm for two years. | 

I remember it was in this Coterie, in 
the middle of a diſcourſe; in which I was 
ſhewing the neceſſity of a ft cauſe, that 
the young Count de Faineant took me by 
the hand to the fartheſt corner of the room , 
to tell me my | ſolitaire: was pinned too 


|  Rrait about my neck — It.ſhould be plus 


badinant, [aid the Count, looking down 
upon his own—but a word, Monl. Yorick , 
to the wiſe — 
— And from the wiſe, Monſ, le Comte, 
replied I, making him a bow is enough. 
The Comte de Faineant embraced me 
with more ardour than ever I was em- 
braced by mortal man. 
For three weeks together, Iwas of every 
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man's opinion I met, — Pardi! ce Monf. 
Yorick a autant deſprit que nous autres, 
— Tt raiſonne bien, {aid another—C'eft un 
bon enfant, ſaid a third. And at this price 
IE could have eaten and drank, and been 
merry all the days of my life at Paris; 
but it was a diſhoneſt reckoning — 1 grew 
alhamed of it.—It was the gain of a [lave 
— every ſentiment of. honour revolted 
againſt it — the higher I got, the more was 
I forced upon wy beggarly,/xfiem— the 
better the Coterie — the more children of 
 Art—L languiſhbed for thoſe of Nature: and 
one night, after a moſt vile proftitution 
of mylelf to half a dozen different people, 
I grew fick — went to bed — ordered La 
Fleur to get me horſes in the — to 
let out for . | | | 
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| I Neves felt what the difireſs of plenty 
was in any one [hape till now—to travel 
it through the Boutbonnois, the ſweeteſt 
part of France — in the hey -day of the 
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vintage, when Nature is pouring her abun- 
dance into every one's lap, and every 
eye is liſted up—a journey, through each 
ep of which, Muſic beats time to Labour, 
and all her children are rejoicing as they 
carry in their cluſters — to paſs through 
this with my affections flying out 5 and 
kindling at every group before me —and 
every one of them was pregnant with ad- 
ventures, | 
Juſt en Lows it would FT up twenty 
volumes — and, alas! I have but a few 
(mall pages left of this to crowd it into — 
and half of theſe muſt be taken up with 
the poor Maria, my friend Mr. Shandy 
met with near Moulines ). - 
The ftory he had told of that diſordered: 
maid, affected me not a little in the read- 
ing; but when I got within the neighbour» 
hood where [he lived, it returned ſo firong 
into my mind, that I could not reliſt an 


) The preceding part, to which the preſent 
ſtory of Maria alludes , is to. be found in the 
IX th Volume of Triſtram Shandy, and has been 
reprinted at the end of the fourth Volume of- 
The Sentimental Journey. | | 
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impulſe which prompted me to go half a 
league out of the read, to the village 
where her parents dwelt, to inquire 'af- 
ter her. | = Ve 314 34.0 
It is going, F own, like the Knight of 
the Woful Countenance, in queſt of me» 
lancholy-adventures— but I know not how 
it is, but I am never lo perfectly con- 
ſcious of the exiftence of a ſoul within 
me „ as when l am entangled in them. 
The old mother came to the door; her 
looks told me the ſtory before [he opened 
her mouth — She bad loſt her huſband; he 
had died, ſhe ſaid, of anguiſh, ſor the 
loſs of Maria's ſenſes, about a month be- 
fore, — She had feared, at firſt, ſhe added., 
that it would have plundered her poor 
girl of what little underſtanding was left 
— but, on the contrary, it had brought 
her more to herſelf — ſtill ſhe could not 
ret — her poor daughter, ſhe ſaid. crying, 
was wandering ſomewhere about the 
road — | 
— Why does my pulſe beat Tanguid, as 
1 write this? and what made La F leur, 
whoſe heart ſeemed only to be tuned to 
joy, to pals the back of his hand twice 


* 
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Acrols his eyes, as the woman food and 


told it? I beckoned' to the {mma to 
turn back into the road. 

When we had got within half a Teague 
of Moulines, at a little opening in the 
road leading to a thicket, I diſcovered 
poor Maria fitting under a poplar — ſhe 
was fitting with her elbow in her lap, 
and her head, leaning on one fide within 
her hand — a ſmall brook 1 ran at the TOW. 
of the tree. | 

I bid the poſtillion go on with the chaiſe 
to Moulines - — and La Fleur to beſpeak 
my ſupper — and that I would walk al. 
ter him. 

She was dreſſed in white, and much as 
my friend deſcribed her, except that her 
hair hung looſe, which before was twiſted 
within a filk net, — She had ſuperadded 


likewiſe to her jacket, a pale green rib- 
band, which fell acroſs her ſhoulder to 


the waikt ; at the end of which hung her 
pipe, — Her goat had been as faithleſs as 
her lover; and ſhe had got a little dog iu 
lieu of him, which The had kept tied by 
a firing to her girdle; as I looked at her 


dog, ſhe drew him towards her with the 
Voll. II. U 


1 
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8 ſhalt. not leave me, Syl- 
„Vio,“ [aid ſhe, I looked in Maria' s eyes, 
and ſaw ſhe was thinking more of her 
father than of her lover or her. little goat; 
for as ſhe uttered. them, the tears trickled 
down, her —A os entire 
I fat down clole "- her; and Maria let 
me wipe them away as they fell, with 
my handkerchief, — I then fieeped it in 
wy own —and then in hers — and then in 
mine—and then I wiped hers again—and 
as I did it, I felt ſuch undeſcribable emo- 
tions within me, as I am ſure could not be 
accounted for from any combinations of 
matter and motion, | 
I am poſitive I have a ſoul; nor can 
all the books with which materialiſts have 
peſtered the world, ever convince me of 
the eee 35 


MARIA, 


"Wa: E N Maria bad come. a | Little. to 
herſelf, L aſked her if ſhe remembered a 
| pale thin perſon of a man, who had ſat 
down betwixt her and her goat about two 
years. before? b laid, 9 WAS a 17 
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unſettled at that time, but remembered it 
upon two accounts —'that ill as ſhe was, 
ſhe ſaw the perſon pitied her; and next, 


that her goat had ſtolen his handkerchief, 


and ſhe had beat him for the theft — ſhe 
had waſhed it, ſhe ſaid, in the brook, 


and kept it ever fince in her pocket, to 


reſtore it to him , in cale ſhe ſhould ever 
ſee him again, which, ſhe added, he had 
balf promiſed her, As ſhe told me this, 
ſhe took the handkerchief out of her poc- 
ket to let me ſee it; ſhe had folded it up 
neatly in a couple of vine leaves, tied 
round with a tendril — on opening it, I 
ſaw an S. marked in one of the corners. 

She had fince that, [he told me, ſtrayed 
as far as Rome, and walked round St» 
Peter's once — and returned back — that 
ſhe found ber way alone acroſs the Appen- 
nines — had travelled over all Lombardy 
| without money — and through the flinty 


roads of Savoy without ſhoes — how ſhe 


had borne it, and how ſhe had got ſup- 


ported, ſhe could not tell — but God tem- 
pers the wind, (aid Maria, to the Thorn 


lamb. 'Z | 
Shorn indeed! and to the quick, ſaid I; 
A 
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and waſt thou in my own land, where 1 
have a cottage, I would take thee to it, 
and ſhelter thee ; thou ſhouldft eat of my 
own, bread, and drink of my own cup — 
I would be kind to thy Sylvio — in all 
thy weakneſſes and wanderings I would 
ſeek after thee, and bring thee back — 
when the ſun went down, I would ſay 
my prayers ; and when I had done, thou 
lhouldſt play thy evening ſong upon thy 
pipe; nor would the incenſe of my ſacri- 
fice be worſe accepted, for entering Hea- 
ven along with that of a broken heart, 
Nature melted within me, as I uttered 
this; and Maria obſerving, as I took out 
my handkerchief, that it was ſteeped too 
much already to be of uſe, would needs 
go walh it in the ſtream. — And where 
will you dry it, Maria? ſaid I, —I will dry | 
it in my boſom, ſaid ſhe — it will do me 
good. 8 
And is your * mn ſo warm , Maria? | 
laid J. [ 
I touched upon the firing on ; which * 
all her ſorrows — ſhe looked with wiſt ful 
diſorder for ſome time in my face; and 
then, without ſaying any thing, took her 
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pipe, and played her ſervice to the Vir- 
gin — The firing I had touched ceaſed to 
vibrate — in a moment or two Maria re- 
turned to herſelf — let her * fall — and 
roſe up. | 

And where are you going, Maria? ſaid 
I, — She ſaid, to Moulines — Let us go, 
ſaid I, together — Maria put her arm with- 
in mine, and lengthening the firing, to 
let the dog follow — in that order we en- 

tered Moulines, | 


M A RI A. 
"MOULIMNE . 


Joe H I hate ſalutations and 
greetings in the market-place, yet when 
we got into the middle of this, I ſtopped 
to take my laſt look and laſt farewel of 
Wein 
Maria, though not tall, was neverthe- 
leſs of the firft order of fine forms — afflic- 
tion had touched her looks with ſome- 
thing that was ſcarce earthly — ftill ſhe 
was feminine — and ſo much was there 
about her of all that the heart wiſhes, or 


2% 77+ VORICE's 


the eye looks for in woman , that could 
the traces be ever worn out of her brain, 
and thoſe of Eliza's out of mine, .ſhe 
ſhould not only eat of my bread, and 
drink of my own cup, but Maria ſhould 
lie in my boſom, and be unto me as a 
daughter. | 

Adieu, poor luckleſs la ies 
the oil and wine which the compaſſion of 
a ſtranger, as he journeyeth on his way, 
now pours into thy wounds — the Being 
who has twice bruiced thee, can only bind 
them up for ever. be: 


THE BOURBONNOTS. 


| Ta E RE was nothing from which I 
had painted out for myſelf lo joyous. a 
riot of the affections, as in this journey 
in the vintage, as in this part of France 5 
but prelling through the gate of ſorrow to 
it, my ſufferings have totally unfitted me: 
in every ſcene of  feftivity 1 ſaw Maria in 
the back-ground of the piece, fitting pen- 
| Eve under her poplar; and I had got al- 
moſt to Lyons before I was able to dal Aa 
[ſhade acroſs her, 
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— Dear ſenſibility ! ſource inexhauſted 
of all that's precious in our joys, or coft- 
ly in our ſorrows! thou chaineſt thy mar- 
tyr down upon his bed of ſtraw — and it 
is thou who lifteft him up to Heaven — 
Eternal fountain of our feelings! — it is 
here I trace thee — and this is thy **dzvi- 
«nity which ſtirs within me — not that, 
in ſome ſad and fickening moments, my 
*/oul ſhrinks back upon herſelf, and flart- 
ces at deſtructiun — mere pomp of 
words ! — but that I feel ſome generous 
joys and generous cares beyond mylelf — 
all comes from thee, great — great Szx- 
soklum of the world ! which vibrates, if 
a hair of our heads but falls upon the 
ground, in the remoteſt deſert of thy crea- 
tion — Touched with thee , Eugenius draws 
my curtain when I languiſh — hears my 
tale of ſymptoms, and blames the wea- 
ther for the diſorder of his nerves. Thou 
- givelt a portion of it ſometimes to the 
rougheſt peaſant who traverſes the bleak- 
elt mountains —He finds the laceratedlamb 
of another's flock—This moment I beheld 
him leaning with his head againk his crook, 
with piteous inclination looking down upon 


| 
it 
| 
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it! — Oh ! had I come one moment ſoon- 
er!—it bleeds to death — his gentle heart 
bleeds with it : 

Peace to thee, generous fwain! —1I ſee 
thou walkeft off with anguiſh — but thy 


. joys ſhall balance it — for happy is thy 
g cottage — and happy is the ſharer ofit — 


and happy are'the lambs which ſport a- 
bout thee. 855 


THE SUPPER. 


| A Snort coming looſe from the fore. 
foot of the thill-horſe, at the beginning of 
the aſcent of mount Taurira, the poftil- 


lion diſmounted, twifted the ſhoe off, and 


put it in his pocket: as the aſcent was 
of five or fix miles, and that horſe our 


main dependance, I madea point of hay- 


ing the ſhoe faſtened on again, as well 
as we could; but the poſtillion had thrown 
away the nails, and the hammer in the 
chaiſe-box, being of no great uſe without 
them ,/I ſubmitted to go on. LG 39 

He had not mounted balf a mile Aber 
when coming to a flinty piece of road, 
the poor devil loft a ſecond lhoe, and 
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from off his other fore-foot. I then got 
out of the chaiſe in good earneſt; and 
ſeeing a houſe about a quarter of a mile 
to the left hand, with a great deal to do 
I prevailed upon the poſtillion to turn up 
to it, The look of the houſe, and of eve- 
ry thing about it, as we drew nearer, 
ſoon reconciled me to the diſaſter. — It 
was a little farm-houſe, ſurrounded with 
about twenty acres of vineyard, about as 
much corn — and cloſe to the houſe , on 
one ſide, was a potagerzte of an acre and 
a half, full of every thing which could 
make plenty in a French peaſant's houſs 
—and on the other ide was a little wood, 
which furniſhed wherewithal to drels it. 
It was about eight in the evening when E 
got to the houſe — ſo J left the poſtillion 
to manage his point as he could — and 
for mine, 1 walked FN into the 
houſe. | -- 
The family 000 of an old grey- 
headed man and his wife, with five or 
fix ſons and ſons-in-law , and their ſeveral 
wives, and a joyous genealogy out of 
them. | 


© - 


They were all fitting down together to 
Fon H. X 
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their lentil-ſoup; a large wheaten loaf 
was in the middle of the table; and a 
flaggon of wine at each end of it promilſ- 
ed joy through the flages of the * 
'twas a leaft of love. , 

- The old man roſe up to meet me, and 
with a reſpectful cordiality would have 
me fit down at the table; my heart was 
let down the moment I entered the room; 
fo I fat down at once like a ſon of the 
family; and to inveſt myſelf- in the cha- 
racter as ſpeedily as I could, 1 inſtantly 
borrowed the old man's knife, aud taking 
up the loaf, cut mylelf a hearty luncheon ; 
and, as Ididit, I faw a teftimeny in every 
eye, not only of an honeſt welcome, but 
of a welcome mixed with thanks that I 
had not ſeemed to doubt it. 

Was it this—or tell me, Nature , what 
elſe it was that made this morſel fo ſweet 
— and to what magic I owe it , that the 
draught 1 took of their flaggon was ſo de- 
licious with it, that they remain upon my 
palate to this hour? 15 

. If the ſupper was to my taſte—the grace 
which followed it was much more lo. 
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Wurd ſupper was over, the old 
man gave a knock upon the table with 
the haft of his knife, to bid them pre- 
pare for the dance: the moment the ſignal 
was given, the woman and girls ran all 
together into a back apartment to tie up 
their hair — and the young men to the 
door to walh their faces, and change 
their ſabots; and in three minutes, every 
foul was ready upon a little eſplanade be- 
fore the houſe to begin— The old man 
and his wife' came out laft, and placing 
me betwixt them, ſat down upon a ſopha 
of turf by the door, | 

The old man had ſome fifty years ago 
been no mean performer upon the vielle — 
and, at the age he was then of, touched 
it well enough for the purpoſe. His wiſe 
ſung now-and-then a little to the tune — 
then intermitted — and joined her old man 
again, as their children and grand-children 
danced before thew, 

It was not till the middle of the ſecond 
dance, when, for ſome paules in the.moys- 
X 2 
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ment wherein they all ſeemed to look 
xp, I fancied I could diſtinguiſh an eleva. 
tion of ſpirit different from that which is 
the caule or the effect of fimple jollity, — 
In a word, |1 thought I beheld Religion 
| mixing in the dance — but, as I had never 
ſeen her ſo engaged, I ſhould have looked 
upon it now as one of the illuſions of an 
imagination, which is eternally miſleading 
me, had not the old man, as ſoon as the 
dance ended, ſaid, that this was their 
conſtant way; and that all his life long, 
he had made it a rule, after ſupper was 
over, to call out his family to dance and 
rejoice; believing, he ſaid, that a cheer- 
ful and contented mind was the beſt lort 
of thanks to Heaven that anilliterate pea- 
ſant could pay — | 
Or a learned prelate either, ſaid I, 


IHE CASE OF DELICACY. 


12 Wu EN you have gained the top of 
mount Taurira, you run preſently down 
to Lyons — adieu then to all rapid move- 
ments! It is a journey of caution; and it 

fares better with ſentiments, not to be in 
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a hurry with them; ſo I contracted with a 
Voiturin to take his time with a couple of 
mules, and convey me in my own chaile lafe 
to Turin through Savoy. 

Poor, patient, quiet, honeſt people! 
fear not: your poverty, the treaſury of 
your ſimple virtues, will not be envied 
you by the world, nor will your vallies 
be invaded by it, — Nature! in the midſt of 
thy diſorders, thou art ſtill friendly to the 
ſcantineſs thou haſt created — with all thy 
£reat. works about thee, little haſt thou 
left to give, either to the ſcythe or to the 
fickle — but to that little thou granteſt ſafety 
and protection; and ſweet ate the dwel- 
lings which ftand fo Cheltered . 

Let the way-worn traveller vent his 
complaints upon the ſudden turns and 
dangers of your roads — your rocks 
your precipices — the difficulties of getting 
up — the horrours of getting down — moun- 
tains impracticable — and cataracts, which 
roll down great ſtones from their ſummits, 
and block up his road — The peaſants 
bad been all day at work in removing a 
fragment of this kind between St, Michael 
and Madane; and by the time my Voie 
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turin got to the place, it wanted full two 
hours of completing before a paſſage could 
any hew be gained: there was nothing 
but to wait with patience — it was a wet 
and tempeſtuous night; Io that by the de- 
lay, and that together, the Voiturin found 
himſelf obliged to take up, five miles ſhort 
of his ſtage, at a little decent kind ofan inn 
by the roadſide. 

1 forthwith took then of my bed- 
Were a good fire — ordered ſup- 
per; and was thanking heaven it was no 
worſe — when a voiture arrived with a lady 
in it and her ſervant-maid. 

As there was no other bed- chamber in 
the houſe, the hoſteſs, without much nice- 
ty, led them into mine, telling them, 
às ſhe ulhered them in, that there was 
no body in it but an Engliſh gentleman — 
that there were two good beds in it, aud a 
cloſet within the room which held an- 
other, — The accent in which ſhe ſpoke of 
this third bed did' not ſay much for it — 
however, ſhe ſaid, there were three beds, 
and but three people — and ſhe durſt ſay, 
the gentleman would do any thing to ac- 
commodate matters, — I left not the lady 
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a moment to make a conjecture about it — 
ſo inftanily made a declaration that I 
would do any thing in my power, 
As this did not amount to an abſolute 
ſurrender of my bed-chamber, I ftill felt 
myſelf ſo much the proprietor, as to have 
a right to do the honours of it — ſo I de- 
fred the lady to fit down — preſſed her into 
the warmeſt ſeat — called for more wood 
defired the hoſteſs to enlarge the plan of 
the. ſupper, and to favour us with the very 
beſt wine, | | 

The lady had ſcarce warmed herſelf five 
minutes at the fire, before ſhe began to 
turn her head back, and give a look at 
the beds; and the oftener ſhe caſt her eye 
that way; the more they returned per- 
plexed —I felt for her — and for mylelf; 
for in a few minutes, what by her looks, 
and the caſeitſelf, I found myſelf as much 
embarraſſed as it was poſlible the lady 
could be herſelf, 243438] p43 0 

That the beds we were to lie in were 
in one and the ſame room, was enough 
fimply by itſelf to bave excited all this — 
but the poſition of them, for they ſtood 
parallel, and ſo very cloſe to each other, 
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as only to allow ſpace for a ſmall wicker 
chair betwixt them, rendered the affair 
ſtill more oppreſſive to us — they were fix- 
ed up moreover near the fire, and the pro- 
jection of the chimney on one fide, and a 
large beam which croſſed the room on the 
other, formed a kind of receſs for them 
that was no way favourable to the nicety 
of our-ſenſations: — if any thing could 
have added to it, it was, that. the two 
beds were both of them ſo very ſmall, as 
to cut us off from every idea of the lady 
and the maid lying together; which in ei- 
ther of them, could it have been feaſible, 
wy lying beſide them, though a thing not 
to be wiſhed, yet there was nothing in it 
ſo terrible which the imagination might 
not have palled over without torment, 

As for the little room within, it offered 
little or no conſolation to us; it was a 
damp cold cloſet, with a half diſmantled 
window-ſhutter, and with a window which 
had neither glaſs or oil paper in it to 
keep out the tempeſt of the night, I did 
not endeavour to ſtifle my cough when 
the lady gave a peep into it; lo it reduced 
the caſe in courle to this alternative — 
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that the lady ſhould ſacrifice - her health 
to her feelings, and take up with the clo- 
ſet herſelf, and abandon the bed next mine 
to her maid, or that the gurl ſhould take 
the clolet , etc. ete, | 

The lady was a Piedmontoiſe of above 
thicty, with a glow of health in her cheeks, 
— The maid was a Lyonnoiſe of twenty, 
and as briſk and lively a French girl as 
ever moved, — There were difficulties 
every way — and the obſtacle of the tone 
in the road, which brought us into the 
diſtreſs, great as it appeared whilſt the pea- 
ſants were removing it, was but a peb- 
ble to what lay in our way now —I have 
only to add, that it did not leſſen the weight 
which hung upon our ſpirits, that we 
were both too delicate to communicate 
what we felt, to each other , upon the 
occaſion, 
We ſat down to ſupper; and had we 
not had more generous wine to it than a 
little inn in Savoy could have furniſhed, 
our tongues had been tied up, till Neceſ- 
ſity herſelf had ſet them at liberty — but 
the lady having a few bottles of Burgundy 
in her voiture; ſent down her Fille de 
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Chambre tor u couple of them ; fo that by 
the time ſupper was over, and we were 
left alone, we felt ourſelves inſpired with 
a firength of mind ſufficient to talk, at 
leaſt, without reſerve, upon our Gtuation_ 


We turned it every way, and debated 
and confidered it in all kinds of lights in 


the courſe of a two hours negotiation; 
at the end of which, the articles were 
fettled finally betwixt us, and Riipulated 
for, in form and manner of a treaty of 
peace — and, I believe, with as much re- 
| ligion and good faith on both fides, as in 
any treaty which has yet had the honour 
of being handed down to «604 . 
They were as follow: | 
Firſt, As the right of the bed-chamber is 
in Monſieur — and he thinking the bed 
next to the fire to be the warmeſt, he in- 
fits upon the conceſſion on the lady's ide 
of taking up with it. 
Granted, on the part of Madame; with 
a proviſo , That as the curtains of that 
bed are of a flimſey tranſparent cotton, 
and appear likewiſe tos ſcanty to draw 
cloſe, that the Fille de Chambre ſhall 
faſten up the opening, either by corking 
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pins, or needle and thread, in ſuch manner 

as ſhall be deemed a ſufficient. barrier on 
” the fideof Monkieur. 

| 2dly. It is required on the pack of Ma- 

| dame, that Monſieur Thall lie the whole 
Dight through in his robe de chambre, 
.- Rejected: inaſmuch as Monheur is not 
| worth a robe de chambre; he having no- 
thing in his portmanteau but fix ſhirts ,'and 
| a black filk pair of breeches, _ - + 
The mentioning the blk pair of dents 
| | es made an entire change of the article 
| e for the breeches were accepted as an 
| equivalent for the robe de chambre: and 
| | ſo it was ſtipulated and agreed upon, that 

I ſhould lie in my black filk 3 all 

night. | 

zdly. It was infited upon, and Rigulats 

ed for, by the lady, that after Nonkeur 

was got to bed and the candle and fire 

extinguiſhed, that Monſieur ſhould not 
| Fpeak one ſingle word the whole night. 
Granted; provided Monſieur's ſaying his 
prayers might not be deemed an ien, 

tion of the treatz. 


There was but one point in in chis 
treaty, and that was the manner, in which 
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the lady and myſelf. ſhould be obliged to 
undrels and get tö bed — there was one 
way of doing it, and that I leave to the ; 
reader to deviſe; proteſting as I do it, 
that if it is not the moſt delicate in na- 
ture, it is the fault of his own imagina- 
tion -— . this is not my firſt 
e Aer 

Now, when we were nth: to bed, whe- 
ther it was the novelty of the fituation, 
or what it was, I know not; but ſo it 
was, I could not ſhut my eyes; 1 tried 
this Ede and that, and turned and turned 
again, till a full hour after midnight, 
when nature and patience both wearing 
out — O my God! ſaid i- | 

— You have broke the treaty; Mow 
eur, ſaid the W who had no more 
llept than myſelf, — 1 begged a thouſand 
pardons — but infifted it was no more than 
an ejaculation — ſhe maintained it was an 
entire inſraction of the treaty — I main» 
tained it was provided for in the clauſe 
of the third artiele. uy | 13 14 
The lady would by no means give up 
the point, though The weakened her bar- 
rier by it; for in the warmth of the dil- 
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pute, I could hear two or three corking 
pins fall out of the curtain to the ground. 

Upon my word and honour, Madame, 
ſaid I—ftretching my arm out of bed, by 
way, of aſſeveration — 

'(—T was going to have added, that I 
would not have treſpaſled againft the re- 
moteſt idea of decorum for the world) — 

 — But the Fille de Chambre hearing 
there were words between us, and fear- 
ing that hoſtilities would enſue in courſe, 
had crept filently out of her clofet, and 
it being tweally dark, had ſtolen ſo cloſe 
to our beds, that ſhe had got herſelf into 
the narrow pallage which ſeparated them, 
and had advanced ſo far up as to be in a 
line betwixt her mifireſs and me — 

So that when I firetched out my hand, 
1 caught hold of the Fille de Chambre's— 


End of the ſecond V. olume, 


r 


5 
9 
: 
T ' 
A 
4 q 5 


E RR AT A 
| | bite han. an i 
ee e ee 
IX 3 heelo heel 
* 741 i e 43 1351 $44 3 97 WES {33 Gin 0 
1 3 Lournay Journey 
- 7> ; FN Page Sx 
* Ta 83 N 8 
Y x5 
5 1 6 | Vee” 4 10 2 
Wot = 


